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DEAN SWIFT 

O F writing books about Dean Swift there is no 
end. I make no complaint, because I find no 
fault ; I express no wonder, for I feel none. The sub- 
ject is, and must always remain, one of strange fascina- 
tion. We l^ive no author like the Dean of St. Patrick’s. 
It has been said of Wordsworth that good-luck usually 
attended those who have written about him. The 
same thing may be said, with^at least equal truth, 
about Swift. There are a great many books about him, 
and with few exceptions they are all interesting. 

A man who has had his tale told both by Johnson 
and by Scott ought to be comprehensible. Swift has 
been, on the whole, lucky with his more recent bio- 
graphers. Dr. Craik’s is a judicious life, Mitford’s an 
adrrtirable sketch, Forster’s a valuable fragment ; 
Mr. Leslie Stephen never fails to get to close quarters 
with -his subject. Then there are anecdotes without 
end — all bubbling with vitality — letters, and journals. 
And yet, when you have read all that is to be read, 
what are you to say — what to think ? 

No fouler pen than Swift’s has soiled our literature. 
His language is horrible from first to last. He is full 
of odious images, of base and abominable allusions. It 
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would be a labour of Hercules to cleanse his pages. 
His love-letters are defaced by his incurable coarse- 
ness. This habit of his is so inveterate that it seems a 
miracle he kept his sermons free from his blackguard 
phrases. It is a question not of morality, but of 
decency, whether it is becoming to sit in the same 
room with the works of this divine. How the good 
Sir Walter ever managed to see him through the press 
is amazing. In this matter Swift is inexcusable. 

Then his unfeeling temper, his domineering brutality 
— the tears he drew, the discomfort he occasioned. 

‘ Swift, dining at a house, where the part of the 
tablecloth which was next him happened to have a 
small hole, tore it as wide as he could, and ate his 
soup through it ; his reason for such behaviour was, 
as he said, to mortify the lady of the house, and to 
teach her to pay a proper attention to housewifery.^ 

One is glad to know he sometimes met his match. 
He slept one night at an inn kept by a widow lady of 
very respectable family, Mrs. Seneca, of Drogheda. 
In the morning he made a violent complaint of the 
sheets being dirty. 

‘ Dirty, indeed !’ exclaimed Mrs. Seneca *, ‘ you are 
the last man, doctor, that should complain of dirty 
sheets.’ 

And so, indeed, he was, for he had just published 
the ‘ Lady^s Dressing - room,’ a very dirty sheet 
indeed. 

Honour to Mrs. Seneca, of Drogheda ! 

This side of the account needs no vouching ; but 
there is another side. 

In 1705 Addison made present of his book of 
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travels to Dr. Swift, in the blank leaf of which he 
wrote the following words : 

* To Dr. Jonathan Swift, 

The most agreeable companion, 

The truest friend, 

And the greatest genius of his age. ’ 

Addison was not lavish of epithets. His geese, 
Ambrose Philips excepted, were geese, not swans. 
His testimony is not to be shaken — and what a testi- 
mony it is ! 

Then there is Stella’s Swift. As for Stella herself, 
I have never felt I knew enough about her to join very 
heartily in Thackeray’s raptures : ‘ Who has not in his 
mind an image of Stella ? Who does not love her ? 
Fair and tender creature ! Pure and afTectionate 
heart. . . . Gentle lady! so lovely, so loving, so 
unhappy. ... You are one ot the saints of English 
story.* This may be so, but all 1 feel I know about 
Stella is, that Swift loved her. That is certain, at all 
events. 

* If this be error, and upon me proved, 

I never writ, and no man ever loved.’ 

The verses to Stella are altogether lovely : 

‘ But, Stella, say what evil tongue 
Reports you are no longer young, 

That Time sits with his scythe to mow 
Where erst sat Cupid with his bow, 

That half your locks are turned to gray ? 
ril ne’er believe a word they say. 

’Tis true, but let it not be known, 

My eyes are somewhat dimmish grown.’ 

And again : 

‘ oh ! then, whatever Heaven intends, 

I'ake pity on your pitying friends ! 

Nor let your ills affect your mind 
To fancy they can be unkind. 
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Me, surely me, you ought to spare 
Who gladly would your suffering share, 

Or give my scrap of life to you 
And think it far beneath your due ; 

You, to whose care so oft I owe 
That Tm alive tp tell you so.’ 

We are all strangely woven in one piece, as Shake- 
speare says. These verses of Swift irresistibly remind 
their readers of Cowper’s lines to Mrs. Unwin. 

Swift's prose is famous all the world over. To say 
anything about it is superfluous. David Hume indeed 
found fault with it. Hume paid great attention to the 
English language, and by the time he died had come to 
write it with much facility and creditable accuracy ; 
but Swift is one of the masters of English prose. But 
how admirable also is his poetry — easy, yet never 
slipshod ! It lacks one quality only — imagination. 
There is not a fine phrase, a magical line to be found 
in it, such as may occasionally be found in — let us say 
— Butler. Yet, as a whole. Swift is a far more enjoy- 
able poet than Butler. 

Swift has unhappily written some abominable verses, 
which ought never to have been set up in type ; but 
the ‘ Legion Club,' the verses on his own death, ‘ Cadenus 
and Vanessa,' the ‘ Rhapsody on Poetry,' the tremendous 
lines on the ‘ Day of Judgment,’ and many others, all 
belong to enjoyable poetry, and can never lose their 
freshness, their charm, their vitality. Amongst the 
poets of the eighteenth century Swift sits secure, for 
he can never go out of fashion. 

His hatred of mankind seems genuine; there is 
nothing falsetto about it. He is always in sober, deadly 
earnest when he abuses his fellow-men. What an odd 
revenge we have taken ! II is gospel of hatred, his 
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testament of woe — his ‘Gulliver/ upon which he 
expended the treasures of his wit, and into which he 
instilled the concentrated essence of his rage — has 
become a child’s book, and has been read with wonder 
and delight by generations of innocents. After all, it 
is a kindly place, this planet, and the best use we have 
for our cynics is to let them amuse the junior portion 
of our population. 

• I only know one good-humoured anecdote of Swift ; 
it is very slight, but it is fair to tell it. He dined one 
day in the company of the Lord Keeper, his son, and 
their two ladies, with Mr. Caesar, Treasurer of the 
Navy, at his house in the City. They happened to 
talk of Brutus, and Swift said something in his praise, 
and then, as it were, suddenly recollecting himself, said : 

‘ Mr. Caesar, I beg your pardon.’ 

One can fancy this occasioning a pleasant ripple of 
laughter. * 

There is another story I cannot lay my hands on to 
verify, but it is to this effect : Faulkner, Swift’s 
Dublin publisher, years after the Dean’s death, was 
dining with some friends, who rallied him upon his odd 
way of eating some dish — I think, asparagus. He con- 
fessed Swift had told him it was the right way ; there- 
fore, they laughed the louder, until Faulkner, growing 
a lijttle angry, exclaimed : 

‘ I tell you what it is, gentlemen : if you had ever 
dineef with* the Dean, you would have eaten your 
asparagus as he bade you.’ 

Truly a wonderful man — imperious, masterful. Yet 
his state is not kingly like Johnson’s — it is tyrannical, 
sinister, forbidding. 
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Nobody has brought out more effectively than 
Mr. Churton Collins * Swift’s almost ceaseless literary 
activity. To turn over Scott’s nineteen volumes is to 
get some notion of it. It is not a pleasant task, for 
Swift was an unclean spirit; but he fascinates and 
makes the reader long to peep behind the veil, and 
penetrate the secret of this horrible, yet loveable, 
because beloved, man. Mr. Collins is rather short with 
this longing on the part of the reader. He does not’ 
believe in any secret ; he would have us believe that 
it is all as plain as a pjkestaff. Swift was never mad, 
and was never married. Stella was a well-regulated 
damsel, who, though she would have liked very much 
to have been Mrs. Dean, soon recognised that her 
friend was not a marrying man, and was, therefore, 
well content for the rest of her days to share his 
society with Mrs. Dingley. Vanessa was an ill-regu- 
lated damsel, who had not the wit to .see that her 
lover was not a marrying man, and, in the most vulgar 
fashion possible, thrust herself most inconveniently 
upon his notice, received a snubbing, took to drink, and 
died of the spleen. A.s for the notion that Swift died 
mad, Mr. Collins conceives himself to get rid of that 
by reprinting a vague and most inconclusive letters of 
Dr. Bucknill’s. The mystery and the misery of 
Swift’s life have not been got rid of by Mr. Collins. 
He has left them where he found them — at large. He 
complains, perhaps justly, that Scott never took* the 
trouble to form any clear impression of Swift’s 
character. Yet we must say that we understand Sir 

* 'Jonathan Swift,’ by J. Churton Collins: Chatto and 
Windus, 1893. 
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Walter’s Swift better than we do Mr. Collins’. 
Whether the Dean married Stella can never be known. 
For our part, we think he did not ; but to assert 
positively that no marriage took place, as Mr. Collins 
does, is to carry dogmatism tob far. 

A good deal of fault has lately been found with 
Thackeray’s lecture on Swift. We still think it both 
delightful and just. The rhapsody about Stella, as I 
hh.ve already hinted, is not to our mind. Rhapsodies 
about real women are usually out of place. Stella was 
no saint, but a quick-witted, sharp-tongued hussy, 
whose fate it was to win the love and pacify the soul 
of the greatest Englishman of his time — for to call 
Swift an Irishman is sheer folly. But, apart from this 
not unnatural slip, what, I wonder, is the matter with 
Thackeray’s lecture, regarded, not as a storehouse of 
facts, or as an estimate of Swi€f s writings, but as a 
sketch of character ? Mr. Collins says quite as harsh 
things about Swift as are to be found in Thackeray’s 
lecture, but he does not attempt, as Thackeray does, to 
throw a strong light upon this strange and moving 
figure. It is a hard thing to attempt — failure in such 
a case is almost inevitable ; but I do not think 
Thackeray did fail. An ounce of mother-wit is often 
worth a pound of clergy. Insight is not always the 
child, of study. lUit here, again, the matter should be 
brought to thejtest by each reader for himself. Read 
Thackdray’s lecture once again. 

What can be happier or truer than his comparison of 
Swift with a highwayman disappointed of his plunder ? 


‘ The great prize has not come yet. The coach with 
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the mitre and crosier in it, which he intends to have 
for his share, has been delayed on the way from 
St. James’s. The mails wait until nightfall, when his 
runners come and tell him that the coach has taken a 
different road and escaped him. So he fires his 
pistols into the air with a curse, and rides away in 
his own country.* 

Thackeray’s criticism is severe, but is it not just*? 
Are we to stand by and hear our nature libelled, and 
our purest affections J^eslimed, without a word of pro- 
test ? ‘ I think I w'ould rather have had a potato and 

a friendly word from Goldsmith than have been 
beholden to the Dean for a guinea and a dinner.’ So 
would L But no one of the Dean’s numerous critics 
was more keenly alive than Thackeray to the majesty 
and splendour of Swift^s genius, and to his occasional 
flashes of tenderness and love. That amazing person, 
Lord Jeffrey, in one of his too numerous contributions 
to the Edinburgh Review^ wrote of the poverty of 
Swift’s style. Lord Jeffrey was, we hope, a profes- 
sional critic, not an amateur. 



. LORD BOLINGBROKE 

T he most accomplished of all our political rascals, 
Lord Bolingbroke, who oace, if fhe author of 
‘Animated Nature’ is to be believed, ran naked 
through the Park, has, in his otherwise pinchbeck 
‘ Reflections! in Exile,’ one quaint fancy. He suggests 
that the exile, instead of mourning the deprivation of 
the society of his friends, should take a pencil (the 
passage is not before me) arid, make a list of his 
acquaintances, and then ask himself which of the 
number he wants to see at the moment. It is, no 
doubt, always wise to be particular. Delusion as well 
as fraud loves to lurk in generalities. 

As for this Bolingbroke himself, that he was a con- 
summate scoundrel is now universally admitted ; but 
his* mental qualifications, though great, still excite 
differences of opinion. Even those who are com- 
forted by his style and soothed by the rise and fall 
of hi^ sentences, are fain to admit that had his classic 
head been severed from his shoulders a rogue would 
have met with his deserts. He has been long since 
stripped of ail his fine pretences, and, morally speak- 
ing, runs as naked through the pages of history as erst 
he did (according to Goldsmith) across Hyde Park. 
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That Bolingbroke had it in him to have been a 
great Parliamentarian is certain. He knew ‘the 
nature of that assembly,’ and that ‘ they grow, like 
hounds, fond of the man who shows them sport, and 
by whose halloo they are used to be encouraged.’ 
Like the rascally lawyer in ‘ Guy Mannering,’ Mr. 
Gilbert Glossin, he could do a good piece of work 
when so minded. But he was seldom so minded, and 
consequently he failed to come up to the easy standard 
of his day, and thus brought it about that by his side 
Sir Robert Walpole appears in the wings and aspect 
of an angel. 

St. John has now nothing to wear but his wit 
and his style ; these still find admirers amongst the 
judicious. 

Mr. Churton Collins, who has written a delightful 
book about Bolingbroke, and also about Voltaire in 
England, has a great notion of Bolingbroke’s literary 
merits, and extols them with ardour. He is not likely 
to be wrong, but, none the less, it is lawful to surround 
yourself with the seven stately quartos which contain 
Bolingbroke’s works* and letters, and ask yourself 
whether Mr. Collins is right. 

Of all Lord Bolingbroke’s published writings, none 
is better than his celebrated Letter to Wyndham, 
recounting his adventures in b' ranee, wliither he 
betook himself hastily after Queen Anne^s deatli, and 
where he joified the Pretender. Here he is not philoso- 
phizing, but telling a tale, varnished it may be, but 
sparkling with malice, wit, and humour. Well may 
Mr. Collins say, ‘ Walpole never produced a more 
amusing sketch than the picture of the Pretender’s 
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Court at Pari? and of the Privy Council in the Bois de 
Boulogne ’ ; but when he proceeds further and adds, 

‘ Burke never produced anything nobler than the 
passage which commences with the words, “The 
ocean which environs us is ah emblem of our govern- 
ment,” ’ I am glad to ejaculate, ‘ Indeed he did !’ 

Here is the passage : 

• ‘ The ocean which environs us is an emblem of our 
government, and the pilot and the Minister are in 
similar circumstances. It seldoip happens that either 
of them can steer a direct course, and they both 
arrive at their ports by means which frequently seem 
to carry them from it. But, as the work advances, 
the conduct of him who leads it on with real abilities 
clears up, the appearing inconsistencies are reconciled, 
and, when it is once consummated, the whole shows 
itself so Uniform, so plain, and so natural, that every 
dabbler in politics will be apt to think he could have 
clone the same. But, on the other hand, a man who 
proposes no such object, who substitutes artifice in 
the place of ability, who, instead of leading parties 
and governing accidents, is internally agitated back- 
warcls and forwards, who begins every day something 
new and carries nothing on lo perfection, may im- 
pose^ a whde on the world, but, a little sooner or 
•later, the mystery will be revealed, and nothing will 
be foiAid to be couched under it but a thread of 
pitiful expedients, the ultimate end of which never 
extended farther than living from day fo day.* 

A fine passage, most undoubtedly, and an excellent 
homily for Ministers. No one but a dabbler in litera- 
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ture will be apt to think he could have done the same 
— but noble with the nobility of Burke ? A noble 
passage ought to do more for a reader than compel his 
admiration or win his assent ; it should leave him a 
little better than it found him, with a warmer heart 
and a more elevated mind. 

Mr. Collins also refers with delight to a dissertation 
on Eloquence, to be found in the ‘ Letter on the Spirit 
of Patriotism,’ and again expresses a doubt whether it 
would be possible to select anything finer from the 
pages of Burke. 

The passage is too long to be quoted ; it begins 
thus : 

‘ Eloquence has charms to lead mankind, and gives 
a nobler superiority than power that every dunce may 
use, or fraud that every knave may employ.’ 

And then follows & good deal about Demosthenes 
and Cicero, and other talkers of old time. 

This may or may not be a fine passage ; but if we 
allow it to be the former, we cannot admit that as it 
flows it fertilizes. 

Bolingbroke and Chesterfield are two of the remark- 
able figures of the first half of the last century. They 
are both commonly called ‘ great,’ to distinguish ihem 
from other holders of the same titles. Their accom- 
plishments were as endless as their opportunities. 
They were the most eloquent men of their time, and 
both possessed that insight into things, that distinction 
of mind, we call genius. They were ready writers, and 
have left ‘ works ’ behind them full of wit and gracious 
expressions ; but neither the one nor the other has 
succeeded in lodging himself in the general memory. 
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The ill-luck which drove them out of politics has 
pursued them down the path of letters, though the 
frequenters of that pleasant track are wisely indif- 
ferent to the characters of dead authors who still give 
pleasure. 

No shrewder men ever sat upon a throne than the 
first two Georges, monarchs of this realm. The second 
George hated Chesterfield, and called him ‘ a tea-table 
scoundrel.’ The phrase sticks. There is something 
petty about this great Lord Chesterfield. The first 
George, though wholly illiterate, yet took it upon 
himself to despise Bolingbroke, philosopher though he 
was, and dismissed an elaborate effusion of his as 
' hagatdles' Jlere, again, the phrase sticks, and not 
even the beautiful type and lordly margins of Mallet’s 
edition of Lord Bolingbroke’s writings, or the stately 
periods of that nobleman himself, can drive the royal 
verdict out of my ears. There is nothing real about 
these writings save their colossal impudence, as when, 
for example, in his letter on the State of Parties on 
the accession of George I., he solemnly denies that 
there was any design during the four last years of 
Queen Anne’s reign to set aside the Hanover succes- 
sion* and, in support of his denial, quotes himself as 
a man who, if there had been anything of the sort, 
must have known of it. By the side of this man the 
perfidy of Tljurlow or of Wedderburn shows white 
as wool. 

By the aid of his own wits and a cunning wife, and 
assisted by the growing hatred of corruption, Boling- 
broke, towards the close of his long life, nearly 
succeeded in securing some measure of oblivion of his 
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double-dyed treachery. He managed to inflame ‘ Young 
England ’ of the period with his picture of a ‘ Patriot 
King,’ and if he had only put into the fire his lucubra- 
tions about Christianity he might have accomplished 
his exit from a world he had made worse for seventy- 
five years with a show of decency. But he did not do 
so the ‘ cur Mallet * was soon ready with his volumes, 
and then the memory of Bolingbroke was exposed to 
the obloquy which in this country is (or was) tile 
heritage of the heterodox. 

Horace Walpole, who hated Bolingbroke, as he was 
in special duty bound to do, felt this keenly. He was 
glad Bolingbroke was gibbeted, but regretted that he 
should swing on a wrong count in the indictment. 

Writing to Sir Horace Mann, Walpole says: 

* You say you have made my Lord Cork give up my 
Lord Bolingbroke. It is comical to see how he is 
given up here since the best of his writings, his 
metaphysical divinity, has been published. While 
he betrayed and abused every man who trusted him, 
or who had forgiven him, or to whom he was 
obliged, he was a hero, a patriot, a philosopher, and 
the greatest genius of the age ; the momen}. his 

Craftsmen against Moses and St. Paul are 
published we have discovered he was the worst man 
and the worst writer in the world. The grand jury 
have presented his works, and as long as there jve any 
parsons he will be ranked with Tindal and Toland — 
nay, I don’t know whether my father won’t become a 
rubric martyr for having been persecuted by him.’ 

My sympathies are with Walpole, although, when 
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he pronounces Bolingbroke’s metaphysical divinity to 
be the best of his writings, I cannot agree. 

Mr. Collins’ book is a most excellent one, and if 
anyone reads it because of my recommendation he 
will owe me thanks. Mr. Collins values Pope not 
merely for his poetry, but for his philosophy also, 
which he cadged from Bolingbroke. The ‘ Essay on 
Man ’ is certainly better reading than anything Boling- 
broke ever wrote — though what may be the value of 
its philosophy is a question which may well stand over 
till after the next General Electicni, or even longer. 
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N O less pious a railway director than Sir Edward 
Watkin once prefaced an oration to the share- 
nolders of one of his numerous undertakings by 
expressing, in broken accents, the wish that ‘ He who 
tempers the wind to the shorn Iamb might deal gently 
with illustrious personages in their present grievous 
affliction.’ The wish was a kind one, and is only 
referred to here as an illustration of the amazing skill 
of the author of the* phrase quoted in so catching the 
tone, temper, and style of King James’s version, that 
the words occur to the feeling mind as naturally as 
any in Holy W rit as the best expression of a sorrowful 
emotion. 

The phrase itself is, indeed, an excellent example of 
Sterne’s genius for pathos. No one knew better than 
he how to drive words home. George Herbert, in his 
selection of ‘ Outlandish Proverbs,’ to which he sub- 
sequently gave the alternate title ‘ Jacula Prudentum,’ 
has the following ; ‘ To a close-shorn sheep God gives 
wind by measure but this proverb in thatVording 
would never have succeeded in making the chairman 
of a railway company believe he had read it somewhere 
in the Bible. It is the same thought, but the words 
which convey it stop far short of the heart. A close- 
rs 
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shorn sheep wUl not brook comparison with Sterne’s 
‘ shorn lamb while the tender, compassionate, benefi- 
cent ‘ God tempers the wind ’ makes the original * God 
gives wind by measure’ wear the harsh aspect of a 
wholly unnecessary infliction. 

Sterne is our best example of the plagiarist whpm 
none dare make ashamed. He robbed other men’s 
orchards with both hands ; and yet no more original 
writer than he ever went to press in these isles. 

He has been dogged, of course ; but, as was befitting 
in his case, it has been done jJleasantly. Sterne’s 
detective was the excellent Dr. Ferriar, of Manchester, 
whose ‘ Illustrations of Sterne,’ first published in 1798, 
were written at an earlier date for the edification of the 
Manchester Literary and Philosophical Society. Those 
were pleasant days, when men of reading were content 
to give their best thoughts first* to their friends and 
then — ten years afterwards — to the public. 

Dr. Ferriar’s book is worthy of its subject. The 
motto on the title-page is delightfully chosen. It is 
taken from the opening paragraph of Lord Shaftes- 
bury’s ‘ Miscellaneous Reflections' ’: ‘ Peace be with 
the soul of that charitable and Courteous Author who 
for thfe common benefit of his fellow- Authors intro- 
duced the ingenious way of Miscellaneous Writing.’ 
Here “Dr. Ferriar stopped; but I will add the next 
sentence,: ‘ It must be owned that since this happy 
method was established the Harvest of Wit has been 
more plentiful and the Labourers more in number than 
heretofore. Wisely, indeed, did Charles Lamb declare 
Shaftesbury was not too genteel for him. No 
pleasanter penance for random thinking can be 
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devised than spending an afternoon turning over 
Shaftesbury’s three volumes and trying to discover how 
near he ever did come to saying that ‘ Ridicule was 
the test of truth.’ 

Dr. Ferriar’s happy motto puts the reader in a sweet 
temper to start with, for he sees at once that the 
author is no pedantic, soured churl, but a good fellow 
who is going to make a little sport with a celebrated 
wit, and show you how a genius fills his larder. 

The first thing that strikes you in reading Dr. 
Ferriar’s book is the marvellous skill with which 
Sterne has created his own atmosphere and characters, 
in spite of the fact that some of the most characteristic 
remarks of his characters are, in the language of the 
Old Bailey, * stolen goods.’ ‘ “ There is no cause but 
one,” replied my Uncle Toby, “ why one man’s nose is 
longer than another’s, but because God pleases to have 
it so.” “ That is Grangousier’s solution,” said my 
father. “ ’Tis he,” continued my Uncle Toby, looking 
up and not regarding my father’s interruption, “ who 
makes us all, and frames and puts us together in such 
forms and proportions and for such ends as is agree- 
able to His infinite wisdom.” ’ 

‘ “ Out of the fulness of the heart the mouth 
speaketh”; and if those are not the words of my 
Uncle Toby, it is idle to believe in anything^ : and 
yet we read in Rabelais — as, indeed, Sterne suggests 
to us we should — ‘ “ Pourquoi,” dit Gargantua, “ est-ce 
que frfere Jean a si beau nez ?” “ Farce,” r6pundit 
Grangousier, “ qu’ainsi Dieu I’a voulu, lequel nous 
fait en telle forme et k telle fin selon son divin 
arbitre, que fait un potier ses vaisseaux.” ’ 
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To create a character and to be able to put in his 
mouth borrowed words which yet shall quiver with 
his personality is the supreme triumph of the greatest 
‘ miscellaneous writer ’ who ever lived. 

Dr. Ferriar’s book, after all, but establishes this : 
that the only author whom Sterne really pillaged is 
Burton, of the ‘ Anatomy of Melancholy,’ a now well- 
known writer, but who in Sterne’s time, despite 
Dt. Johnson’s partiality, appears to have been neg- 
lected. Sir Walter Scott, an excellent authority on 
such a point, says, in his ‘ LM^e of Sterne,’ that 
Dr. Ferriar’s essay raised the ‘ “ Anatomy of Melan- 
choly ” to double price in the book market.’ 

Sir Walter* is unusually hard upon Sterne in this 
matter of the ‘ Anatomy.’ But different men, different 
methods. Sir Walter had his own way of cribbing. 
Sterne’s humorous conception of Jhe character of the 
elder Shandy required copious illustration from learned 
sources, and a whole host of examples and whimsical- 
ities, which it would have passed the wit of man to 
invent for himself. He found these things to his hand 
in Burton, and, like our first parent, ‘ he scrupled not 
to eat.’ It is not easy to exaggerate the extent of his 
plunder. The well-known chapter with its refrain, 
‘ The Lady Baussi^re rode on,’ and the chapter on the 
deatl> of Brother Bobby, are almost, though not alto- 
gether, pure Byrton. 

The general effect of it all is to raise your opinion 
immensely — of Burton. As for your opinion of Sterne 
as a man of conduct, is it worth while having one ? 
It is a poor business bludgeoning men who bore the 
brunt of life a long century ago, and whose sole con- 
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cern now with the world is to delight it. Laurence 
Sterne is not standing for Parliament. ‘ Eliza * has 
been dead a dozen decades. Nobody covers his sins 
under the cloak of this particular parson. Our sole 
business is with ‘Tristram Shandy' and ‘The Senti- 
mental Journey’; and if these books are not matters 
for congratulation and joy, then the pleasures of litera- 
ture are all fudge, and the whole thing a got-up job of 
‘ The Trade ’ and the hungry crew who go buzzing 
about it. 

Mr. Traill conclucies his pleasant ‘ Life of Sterne ’ 
in a gloomy vein, which I cannot for the life of me 
understand. He says : ‘ The fate of Richardson might 
seem to be close behind him ' (Sterne). ""Even the fate 
of ‘ Clarissa ’ is no hard one. She still numbers good 
intellects, and bears her century lightly. Diderot, as 
Mr. Traill reminds us, praised her outrageously — but 
Mr. Ruskin is not far behind ; and from Diderot to 
Ruskin is a good ‘drive.* But ‘Tristram* is a very 
different thing from ‘ Clarissa.’ I should have said, 
without hesitation, that it was one of the most popular 
books in the language. Go where you will amongst 
men — old and young, undergraduates at the Univer- 
sities, readers in our great cities, old fellows In the 
country, judges, doctors, barristers — if they have any 
tincture of literature about them, they all kno\V their 
‘ Shandy’ at least as well as their ‘ Pickwick.* What 
more can be expected ? ‘ True Shandeism,* its author 

declares, ‘ think what you will against it, opens the 
heart and lungs.’ I will be bound to say Sterne made 
more people laugh in 1893 than in any previous year ; 
and, what is more, he will go on doing it — ‘ “ that is, 
if it please God,” said my Uncle Toby.* 



DR. JOHNSON 

D r. JOHNSON’S massive shade cannot com- 
plain of this generation. tVe are not all of us 
— or, indeed, many of us — much after his mind, but, 
for all that, we worship his memory. Editions of 
Boswell, old *or new, are on every shelf ; but more 
than this, there is a healthy and commendable dis- 
position to recognize that great, ^surpassingly great, as 
are the merits of Boswell, still tltere is such a thing 
as a detached and separate Johnson. 

It is a good thing every now and again to get rid 
of Boswell. It is a little ungrateful, but we have 
Johnson’s authority for the statement that we hate 
our benefactors. After all, even had there been no 
Boswell, there would have been a Johnson. I will 
always stick to it that Hawkins’s Life is a most read- 
able book. Dr. Birkbeck Hill stands a good chance 
dof being hated some day. We owed him a debt of 
gratitude already. He has lately added to it by pub- 
lishing at the Clarendon Press, in two stately volumes, 
uniform with his great edition of the Life, the ‘ Letters 
of Samuel Johnson, LL.D.’ 

For a lazy man who loathed writing Dr. Johnson 
did not do badly — his letters to Mrs. Thrale exceed 

*3 
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three hundred. It is not known that he ever wrote 
a letter to Burke. I cannot quite jump with the 
humour of Dr. Hill’s comment on this fact. He 
observes : ‘ So far as we know, he did not write a 
single letter to Edward Burke — he wrote more than 
three hundred to the wife of a Southwark brewer.’ 
What has the beer got to do with it ? and why drag 
in Southwark ? Every man knows, without being 
told, why Johnson wrote three hundred letters to 
Mrs. Thrale ; and as for his not writing to Burke, it 
is notorious that the Doctor never could be got to 
write to anybody for information. 

Dr. Hill’s two volumes are as delightful books as 
ever issued from the press. In them Dr. Johnson is 
to be seen in every aspect of his character, whilst a 
complete study may be made from them of the enor- 
mous versatility of his style. It is hard to say what 
one admires most — the ardour of his affection, the 
piety of his nature, the friendliness of his disposition, 
the playfulness of his humour, or his love of learning 
and of letters. 

What strikes one- perhaps most, if you assume a 
merely critical attitude, is the glorious ease and apti- 
tude of his quotations from ancient and modern 
writings. Of pedantry there is not a trace. Nothing 
is forced or dragged in. It is all, apparently, simply 
inevitable. You do not exclaim as you read, ‘ What' 
a memory the fellow has !' but merely, ‘ How clidrming 
it all is !’ 

It is not difficult to construct from these two volumes 
alone the gospel — the familiar, the noble gospel accord- 
ing to Dr. Johnson. It reads somewhat as follows : 
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‘ Your father begot you and your mother bore you. 
Honour them both. Husbands, be faithful to your 
wives. Wives, forgive your husband’s unfaithfulness 
— once. No grown man who is dependent on the will, 
that is the whim, of another can be happy, and life 
without enjoyment is intolerable gloom. Therefore, 
as money means independence and enjoyment, get 
money, and having got it keep it. A spendthrift is a 
fool. 

‘ Clear your mind of cant, and never debauch your 
understanding. The only liberty worth turning out 
into the street for, is the liberty to do what you like 
in your own house and to say what you like in your 
own inn. AH work is bondage. 

‘ Never get excited about causes you do not under- 
stand, or about people you have never seen. Keep 
Corsica out of your head. * . 

‘ Life is a struggle with either poverty or ennui ; 
but it is better to be rich than to be poor. Death is a 
terrible thing to face. The man who says he is not 
afraid of it lies. Yet, as murderers have met it 
bravely on the scaffold, when the time comes so 
perhaps may 1. In the meantime I am horribly afraid. 
The future is dark. I should like more evidence of 
the immortality of the soul. 

‘ TJiere is great solace in talk. We — you and I — 
are shipwrecked on a wave-swept rock. At any 
moment one or other of us, perhaps both, may be 
carried out to sea and lost. For the time being we have 
a modicum of light and warmth, of meat and drink. Let 
us constitute ourselves a club, stretch out our legs and 
talk. We have minds, memories, varied experiences, 
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different opinions. Sir, let us talk, not as men who 
mock at fate, not with coarse speech or foul tongue, 
but with a manly mixture of the gloom that admits 
the inevitable, and the merriment that observes the 
incongruous. Thus talking we shall learn to love one 
another, not sentimentally but essentially. 

‘ Cultivate your mind, if you happen to have one. 
Care greatly for books and literature. Venerate 
poor scholars, but don’t shout for “ Wilkes and 
Liberty!” The one is a whoremonger, the other a 
flatulency. • 

‘ If any tyrant prevents your goings out and your 
comings in, fill your pockets with large stones and kill 
him as he passes. Then go home and think no more 
about it. Never theorize about Revolution. Finally, 
pay your score at your club and your final debt to 
Nature generously gnd without casting the account too 
narrowly. Don’t be a prig like Sir John Hawkins, 
or your own enemy like Bozzy, or a Whig like Burke, 
or a vile wretch like Rousseau, or pretend to be an 
atheist like Hume, but be a good fellow, and don’t 
insist upon being remembered more than a month 
after you are dead.’ 

• 

This is but the First Lesson. To compose the 
Second would be a more difficult task, and mus.t not 
be here attempted. These two volumes of Dr. Hill are 
endless in their variety. Johnson was gloomy enough, 
and many of his letters may well move you to tears, 
but his was ever a human gloom. The year before his 
death he writes to Mrs, Thrale : 

‘ The black dog I hope always to resist and in time 
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to drive, though I am deprived of almost all those that 
used to help me. The neighbourhood is impoverished. 
I had once Richardson and Lawrence in my reach. 
Mrs. Allen is dead. My house has lost Levet, a man 
who took interest in everything and therefore ready 
at conversation. Mrs. Williams is so weak that she 
can be a companion no longer. When I rise my 
breakfast is solitary — the black dog awaits to share 
it*; from breakfast to dinner he continues barking, 
except that Dr. Brocklesby for a little keeps him at a 
distance. Dinner with a sick woman you may venture 
to suppose not much better than solitary. After 
dinner, what remains but to count the clock and hope 
for that sleep which I can scarce expect? Night 
comes at last, and some hours of restlessness and con- 
fusion bring me again to a day of solitude. What shall 
exclude the black dog from art J^abitation like this? 
If I were a little richer I would perhaps take some 
cheerful female into the house.’ 

It is a melancholy picture, but the ‘ cheerful female * 
shoots a ray of light across the gloom. Everyone 
should add these two volumes to his library, and if he 
has not a library, let him begin making one with them. 
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‘ FT E has written comedies at which we have cried 
JL 1 and tragedies at which we have laughed ; he 
has composed indecent novels and religious epics ; he 
has pandered to the public lust for personal anecdote 
by writing his own life and the private history of his 
acquaintances/ Of whom is this a portrait, and who 
is the limner ? What are the names of the comedies 
and the tragedies ajid the novels thus highly recom- 
mended to the curious reader ? These are questions, I 
flatter myself, wholly devoid of public interest. 

The quotation is from a review in the Quarterly ^ 
written by Sir Walter Scott, of old Richard Cumber- 
land’s last novel, ‘John de Lancaster,’ published in 
1809, when its author, ‘ the Terence of England,* was 
well-nigh eighty years of age. The passage is a fierce 
one, but Scott’s good-nature was proof against every- 
thing but affectation. No man minded a bad novel less 
than the author of ‘ Guy Mannering ’ and ‘ The Heart 
of Midlothian.’ I am certain he could have pulled 
Bishop Thirwall through ‘ The Wide, Wide World,’ 
in the middle of which, for some unaccountable reason, 
that great novel-reading prelate stuck fast. But an 
author had only to pooh-pooh the public taste, to sneer 
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at popularity, to discourse solemnly on his function as 
a teacher of his age and master of his craft, to make 
Sir Walter show his teeth, and his fangs were formid- 
able; and the storm of his wrath all the more 
tremendous because bursting from a clear sky. 

I will quote a few words from the passage in ‘ John 
de Lancaster ’ which made Scott so angry, and which 
he pronounced a doleful lamentation over the ‘ praise 
artd pudding which Cumberland alleges have been 
gobbled up by his contemporaries ’ : 

t 

‘ If in the course of my literary labours I had been 
less studious to adhere to nature and simplicity, I am 
perfectly convinced I should have stood higher in 
estimation with the purchasers of copyright, and 
probably have been read and patronized by my 

contemporaries in the proportion of ten to one.’ 

• 

It seems a harmless kind of bleat after all, but it was 
enough to sting Scott to fury, and make him fall upon 
the old man in a manner somewhat too savage and 
tartarly. Some years later, and after Cumberland was 
dead. Sir Walter wrote a sketch of his life in the vein 
we are better accustomed to associate with the name 
of Scott. 

Cumberland was a voluminous author, having 
^written two epics, thirty-eight dramatic pieces, includ- 
ing a revised \ersion of ‘ Timon of Athens’ — of which 
Horace Walpole said, ‘he has caught the manners 
and diction of the original so exactly that I think it is 
full as bad a play as it was before he corrected it ’ — 
a score or two of fugitive poetical compositions, 
including some verses to Dr. James, whose powders 
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played almost as large a part in the lives of men of 
that time as Garrick himself, numerous prose publica- 
tions and three novels, ‘ Arundel,’ ‘ Henry,’ and ‘John 
de Lancaster.’ Of the novels, ‘Henry’ is the one to 
which Sir Walter’s epitaph is leas.t inapplicable — but 
Cumberland meant no harm. Were I to be discovered 
on Primrose Hill, or any other eminence, reading 
‘ Henry,’ I should blush no deeper than if the book had 
been ‘ David Grieve.’ 

Cumberland has, of course, no place in men’s 
memories by virtue of his plays, poems, or novels. 
Even the catholic Chambers gives no extracts from 
Cumberland in the ‘ Encyclopedia.’ What keeps him 
for ever alive is — first, his place in Goldsmith’s great 
poem, ‘ Retaliation’ ; secondly, his memoirs, to which Sir 
Walter refers so unkindly ; and thirdly, the tradition 
— the well-supportftd tradition — that he was the 
original ‘ Sir Fretful Plagiary.’ 

On this last point we have the authority of Croker, 
and there is none better for anything disagreeable. 
Croker says he knew Cumberland well for the last 
dozen years of his ' life, and that to his last day he 
resembled ‘ Sir Fretful.’ 

The Memoirs were first published in 1806," in a 
splendidly printed quarto. The author wanted money 
badly, and Lackington’s house gave him /’500 for his 
manuscript. It is an excellent book. I do not quarrel 
with Mr. Leslie Stephen’s description of it in the 
‘ National Dictionary of Biography ’ : ‘ A very loose 
book, dateless, inaccurate, but with interesting 
accounts of men of note.’ All I mean by excellent is 
excellent to read. The Memoirs touch upon many 
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points of interest. Cumberland was born in the 
Master’s Lodge, at Trinity, Cambridge, in the judge’s 
Chamber — a room hung round with portraits of 
‘ hanging judges ’ in their official robes, and where a 
great Anglican divine and preacher told me he had 
once passed a sleepless night, so scared was he by 
these sinful emblems of human justice. There is an 
admirable account in Cumberland’s Memoirs of his 
maternal grandfather, the famous Richard Bentley, 
and of the Vice-Master, Dr. Walker, fit to be read 
along with De Quincey’s spirited essay on the same 
subject. Then the scene is shifted to Dublin Castle, 
where Cumberland was Ulster-Secretary when Halifax 
was Lord- Lieutenant, and Single-speech Hamilton had 
acquired by purchase (for a brief season) the brains of 
Edmund Burke. There is a wonderful sketch of Bubb 
Dodington and his villa ‘ La Trdppe,’ on the banks of 
the Thames, whither one fair evening Wedderburn 
brought Mrs. Haughton in a hackney-coach. You 
read of Dr. Johnson and Dr. Goldsmith, of Garrick 
and i'oote, and participate in the bustle and malice of 
the play-house. Unluckily, Cumberland was sent to 
Spain on a mission, and came home with a grievance. 
This»part is dull, but in all other respects the Memoirs 
are good to read. 

Cumberland’s father, who became an Irish bishop, is 
‘depicted by his son as a most pleasing character ; and 
no doubt of his having been so would ever have 
entered a head always disposed to think well of 
fathers had not my copy of the Memoirs been anno- 
tated throughout in the nervous, scholarly hand of a 
long-previous owner who, for some reason or another, 
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hated the Cumberlands, the Whig clergy, and the 
Irish people with a hatred which found ample room 
and verge enough in the spacious margins of the 
Memoirs. 

I print one only of these splenetic notes : 

forget whether I have noticed this elsewhere, 
therefore I will make sure. In the novel “ Arundel,” 
Cumberland has drawn an exact picture of himself as 
secretary to Halifax, and has made the father of the 
hero a clergyman and a keen electioneerer — the vilest 
character in fiction. The laborious exculpation of 
Parson Cumberland in these Memoirs does not wipe 
out the scandal of such a picture. In spite of all he 
says, we cannot help suspecting that Parson Cumber- 
land and Joseph Arundel had a likeness. N.B. — In 
both novels ‘‘ Arundel/’ and “ Henry ”) the 

portrait of a modern clergyman is too true. But 
it is strange that Cumberland, thus hankering after the 
Church, should have volunteered two such characters 
as Joseph Arundel and Claypole.’ 

* Whispering tongues can poison truth,’ and a per- 
sistent annotator who writes a legible hand is not 
easily shaken off. 

Perhaps the best story in the book is the one about 
which there is most doubt. I refer to the well-kno^^ n 
and often-quoted account of the first night of ‘ She Stoops 
to Conquer,’ and of the famous band of claqueurs who 
early took their places, determined to see the play 
through. Cumberland tells the story with the irresist- 
ible verve of falsehood — of the early dinner at the 
‘Shakespeare Tavern,’ ‘where Samuel Johnson took 
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the chair at the head of a long table, and was the life 
and soul of the corps ’ ; of the guests assembled, 
including Fitzherbert (who had committed suicide at 
an earlier date), of the adjournment to the theatre with 
Adam Drummond of amiable memory, who ‘ was 
gifted by Nature with the most sonorous and at the 
same time the most contagious laugh that ever 
echoed from the human lungs. The neighing of the 
horse of the son of Hystaspes was a whisper to it ; 
the whole thunder of the theatre could not drown it ’ ; 
and on the story rolls. • 

It has to be given up. There was a dinner, but it 
is doubtful whether Cumberland was at it ; and as for 
the proceeding's at the theatre, others who were there 
have pronounced Cumberland's story a bit of blague. 
According to the newspapers of the day, Cumberland, 
instead of sitting by Drummond's* s^de and telling him 
when to laugh in his peculiar manner, was visibly 
chagrined by the success of the piece, and as wretched 
as any man could well be. But Adam Drummond 
must h.;\e been a reality. His laugh still echoes in 
one's cars. 


3 



ALEXANDER KNOX AND THOMAS 
DE QUINCEY 

A mongst the many bizayye things that attended 
the events which led up to the Act of Union 
between Great Britain and Ireland, was the circum- 
stance that Lord Castlereagh’s private secretary during 
the period should have been that Mr. Alexander Knox 
whose ‘ Remains ^ in four rather doleful volumes were 
once cherished by a certain school of theologians. 

Mr. Knox was a^iian of great piety, some learning, 
and of the utmost simplicity of life and manners. He 
was one of the first of our moderns to be enamoured 
of primitive Christian times, and to seek to avoid the 
claims of Rome upon the allegiance of all Catholic- 
minded souls by hooking himself on to a period prior 
to the full development of those claims. 

It is no doubt true that, for a long time past,’ Non- 
conformists of different kinds have boldly asserted that 
they were primitive ; but it must be owned that they 
have never taken the least pains to ascertain the actual 
facts of the case. Now, Mr. Knox took great pains to 
be primitive. Whether he succeeded it is not for me 
to say, but at all events he went so far on his way to 
success as to leave off being modern both in his ways 
of thought and in his judgments of men and books. 

34 
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English Nonconformity has produced many hundreds 
of volumes of biography and ‘ Remains,’ but there is 
never a primitive one amongst them. To anyone who 
may wish to know what it is to be primitive, there is 
but one answer : Read the ‘ Remains ’ of Alexander 
Knox. Be careful to get the right Knox. There was 
one Vicesimus, who is much better known than Alex- 
ander, and at least as readable, but (and this is the 
whole point) not at all primitive. 

And it was this primitive, apostolic Mr. Knox who 
is held by some to be the real parent of the Tractarian 
movement, whose correspondence is almost entirely 
religious, and whose whole character stands revealed 
in his ‘ Remain^ ’ as that of a man without guile, and 
as obstinate as a mule, who was chosen at a most 
critical moment of political history to share the guilty 
secrets of Mr. Pitt and Lord Castlereagh. It seems 
preposterous. 

The one and only thing in Knox’s ‘ Remains ’ of the 
least interest to people who are not primitive, is a letter 
addressed to him by Lord Castlereagh, written after 
the completion of the Union, and suggesting to him 
the propriety of his undertaking the task of writing 
the hisfbry of that event — the reason being his thorough 
knowledge of all the circumstances of the case. 

^uch a letter bids us pause. 

By this , time we know well enough how the Act of 
Union was carried. By bribery and corruption. No- 
body has ever denied it for the last fifty years. It has 
been in the school text-books for generations. But the 
point is. Did Mr. Knox know ? If he did, it must seem 
to all who have read his ‘ Remains’ — and it is worth 
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while reading them only to enjoy the sensation — a most 
marvellous thing. It would not be more marvellous 
had we learnt from Canon Liddon’s long-looked-for 
volumes that Mr. Pusey was Mr. Disraeli’s adviser in 
all matters relating to the disposition of the secret 
service money and the Tory election funds. If Knox 
did not know anything about it, how was he kept in 
ignorance, how was he sheltered from the greedy Irish 
peers and boroughmongers and all the other impe- 
cunious rascals who had the vending of a nation ? 
And what are we to think of the foresight of Castle- 
reagh, who secured for himself such a secretary in 
order that, after all was over, Mr. Knox might sit 
down and in all innocence become tile historian of 
proceedings of which he had been allowed to know 
nothing, but which sorely needed the cloak of a holy 
life and conversation to cover up their sores ? 

It is an odd problem. For my part, I believe in 
Knox’s innocence. Trying very hard to be worthy of 
the second century was not good training for seeing his 
way through the fag-end of the eighteenth. Apart 
from this, it is amazing what some men will not see. 
I recall but will not quote the brisk retort of Mrs. 
Saddletree at her husband’s expense, which relates to 
the incapacity of that learned saddler to see what was 
going on under his nose. The test was a severe one, 
but we have no doubt whatever that Alexander Knox 
could have stood it as well as Mr. Bartoline Saddletree. 

Another strange incident connected with the same 
event is that the final ratification of the Act of Union 
in Dublin was witnessed by, and made, as it could not 
fail to do, a great impression upon, the most accom- 
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plished rhetorical writer of our time. De Quincey, 
then a precocious boy of fifteen, happened by a lucky 
chance to be in Ireland at the time, and as the guest 
of Lord Altamount, an Irish peer, he had every oppor- 
tunity both of seeing the sight and acquainting himself 
with the feelings of some of the leading actors in the 
play, call it tragedy, comedy, or farce, as you please. 

De Quincey’s account of the scene, and his two 
chapters on the Irish Rebellion, are to be found in the 
first volume of his ‘ Autobiographic Sketches.’ 

De Quincey hints that both Lord Altamount and his 
son, ‘ who had an Irish heart,’ would have been glad if 
at the very last moment the populace had stepped in 
between Mr. Pitt and the Irish peers and commoners 
and compelled the two Houses to perpetuate them- 
selves. Internally, says De Quincey, they would have 
laughed. But it was written otherwise in Heaven’s 
chancery, and ‘ the Bill received the Royal assent 
without a muttering or a whispering or the protesting 
echo of a sigh, . . . One person only I remarked whose 
features were suddenly illuminated by a smile — a sar- 
castic smile, as I read it — which, however, might be 
all fancy. It was Lord Castlereagh.’ Can it possibly 
be that this was the very moment when it occurred to 
his lordship’s mind that Mr. Knox was the man to be 
the historian of the event thus concluded ? 

* The new edition of De Quincey’s writings has 
naturally provoked many critics to attempt to do for 
him what he was fond enough of doing for others, 
often to their dismay — to give some account, that is, 
of the author and the man. De Quincey does not 
lend himself to this familiar treatment. He eludes 
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analysis and baffles description. His great fault as 
an author is best described, in the decayed language 
of the equity draughtsman, as multifariousness. His 
style lacks the charm of economy, and his workman- 
ship the dignity of concentration. 

A literary spendthrift is, however, a very endurable 
sinner in these stingy days. Mr. Mill speaks some- 
where (I think in his ‘Political Economy*) almost 
sorrowfully of De Quincey’s strange habit of scattering 
fine thoughts up and down his merely miscellaneous 
writings. The habit has ceased to afflict the reader. 
The fine maxim, ‘ Waste not, want not,* is now in- 
cribed over the desks of our miscellaneous writers. 
Such extravagance as De Quincey’s, as, it is not likely 
to be repeated, need not be too severely reprobated. 

De Quincey’s magnificence, the apparent bound- 
lessness of his information, the liberties he takes, 
relying upon his mastery of language, his sportiveness 
and freakish fancies, make him the idol of all hobble- 
dehoys of a literary turn. By them his sixteen 
volumes are greedily devoured. Happy the country, 
one is tempted to exclaim, that has such reading to 
offer its young men and maidens ! 

The discovery that De Quincey wrote sorr(gthing 
else besides the ‘ Opium Eater ’ marks a red-letter 
day in many a young life. The papers on ‘The 
Twelve Caesars ’ ; on the ‘ Essenes and Secret Socie- 
ties on ‘Judas Iscariot,’ ‘Cicero,’ and - Richard 
Bentley’; ‘The Spanish Nun,’ the ‘Female Infidel,’ 
the ‘ Tartars,’ seemed the very limax of literary well- 
doing, and to unite the learning of the schools with all 
the fancy of the poets and the wit of the world. 
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As one grows older, one grows sterner — with others. 

' Prune thou thy words, the thoughts control 
That o*er thee swell and throng ; 

They will condense within thy soul, 

And change to purpose strong.* 

The lines have a literary as well as a moral value. 

But though paradox may cease to charm, and a 
tutored intellect seem to sober age a better guide than 
a lawless fancy, and a chastened style a more comfort- 
able thing than impassioned prose and pages of bravura, 
still, after all, ‘ the days of our youth are the days of 
our glory,* and for a reader who* is both young and 
eager the Selections Grave and Gay of Thomas de 
Quincey will always be above criticism, and belong to 
tlie realm of rapture. 



HANNAH MORE 

A n ingenious friend of mine, who has collected a 
library in which every book is either a master- 
piece of wit or a miracle of rarity, found great fault 
with me the other day for adding to my motley heap 
the writings of Mrs. Hannah More. In tain I pleaded 
I had given but eight shillings and sixpence for the 
nineteen volumes, neatly bound and lettered on the 
back. He was not thinking, so he protested, of my 
purse, but of my taste, and he went away, spurning 
the gravel under his feet, irritated that there should be 
such men as I. 

I, however, arp prepared to brazen it out. I freely 
admit that the celebrated Mrs. Hannah More is one 
of the most detestable writers that ever held a pen. 
She flounders like a huge conger-eel in an ocean of 
dingy morality. She may have been a wit in her 
youth, though I am not aware of any evidence of it — 
certainly her poem, ‘ Bas Bleu * is none — but for all 
the rest of her days, and they were many, she was an 
encyclopaedia of all literary vices. You may search 
her nineteen volumes through without lighting upon 
one original thought, one happy phrase. Her religion 
lacks reality. Not a single expression of genuine 
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piety, of heart-felt emotion, ever escapes her lips. 
She is never pathetic, never terrible. Her creed is 
powerless either to attract the well-disposed or make 
the guilty tremble. No naughty child ever read ‘ The 
Fairchild Family’ or ‘Stories from the Church Cate- 
chism ’ without quaking and quivering like a short-haired 
puppy after a ducking ; but, then, Mrs. Sherwood was 
a woman of genius, whilst Mrs. Hannah More was a 
pompous failure. 

Still, she has a merit of her own, just enough to 
enable a middle-aged man to chew'the cud of reflection 
as he hastily turns her endless pages. She is an ex- 
planatory author, helping you to understand how 
sundry people who were old when you were young 
came to be the folk they were, and to have the books 
upon their shelves they had. 

Hannah More was the first, ahcl I trust the worst, 
of a large class — ‘the ugliest of her daughters Hannah,’ 
if I may parody a poet she affected to admire. This 
class may be imperfectly described as ‘ the well-to-do 
Christian.’ It inhabited snug places in the country, 
and kept an excellent, if not dainty, table. The money 
it saved in a ball-room it spent upon a greenhouse. 
Its horses were fat, and its coachman invariably 
present at family prayers. Its pet virtue was Church 
twice on Sunday, and its peculiar horrors theatrical 
entertainments, dancing, and threepenny points. Out- 
side its garden wall lived the poor who, if virtuous, 
were for ever curtsying to the ground or wearing neat 
uniforms, except when expiring upon truckle-beds 
beseeching God to bless the young ladies of The 
Graii';e or the Manor House, as the case might be. 
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As a book ‘ Ccelebs in Search of a Wife * is as odious 
as it is absurd — yet for the reason already assigned it 
may be read with a certain curiosity — but as it would 
be cruelty to attempt to make good my point by quota- 
tion, I must leave it as it is. 

It is characteristic of the unreality of Hannah More 
that she prefers Akenside to Cowper, despite the 
latter’s superior piety. Cowper’s sincerity and pun- 
gent satire frightened her ; the verbosity of Akenside 
was much to her mind : 

‘ Sir John is a passionate lover of poetry, in which 
he has a fine taste. He read it [a passage from Aken- 
side’s Pleasures of Imagination ”] with much spirit 
and feeling, especially these truly classical lines : 

* ** Mind — mind alone ; bear witness, earth and heaven, 

The living fountains in itself contains 
Of Beauteous and ^Sublime ; here hand in hand 
Sit paramount the graces ; here enthroned 
Celestial Venus, with divinest airs 
Invites the soul to never-fading joy.” 

‘ “ The reputation of this exquisite passage,” said he, 
laying down the book, “ is established by the consent- 
ing suffrage of all men of taste, though, by the critical 
countenance you are bfeginning to put on you look as 
if you had a mind to attack it” 

‘ “ So far from it,” said I (Coclebs), “ that I know 
nothing move splendid in the whole mass of onr poetry'' ' 

Miss More had an odd life before she underwerit 
what she calls a ‘ revolution in her sentimentsV a revo- 
lution, however, which I fear left her heart of hearts 
unchanged. She consorted wuh wits, though always, 
be it fairly admitted, on terms of decorum. She wrote 
three tragedies, which were not damned as they 
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deserved to be, but duly appeared on the boards of 
London and Bath, with prologues and epilogues by 
Garrick and by Sheridan. She dined and supped and 
made merry. She had a prodigious flirtation with Dr. 
Johnson, who called her a saucy girl, albeit she was 
thirty-seven ; and once, for there was no end to his 
waggery, lamented she had not married Chatterton, 
‘ that posterity might have seen a propagation of poets.’ 
The good doctor, however, sickened of her flattery, and 
one of the rudest speeches even he ever made was 
addressed to her. 

After Johnson’s death Hannah met Boswell, full of 
his intended book, which she did her best to spoil with 
her oily fatuity. Said she to Boswell, ‘ I beseech your 
tenderness for our virtuous and most revered departed 
friend ; I beg you will mitigate some of his asperities,’ 
to which diabolical counsel the. Inimitable replied 
roughly, ‘ He would not cut off his claws nor make a 
tiger a cat to please anybody.’ 

The most moving incident in Hannah More’s life 
occurred near its close, and when she was a lone, lorn 
woman — her sisters Mary, Betty, Sally, and Patty 
having all predeceased her. She and they had long 
lived in a nice house or ‘ place ’ called Barley Wood, 
in the neighbourhood of Bristol, and here her sisters 
one after another died, leaving poor Hannah in solitary 
|;randeur to the tender mercies of Mrs. Susan, the 
housekeeper ; Miss Teddy, the lady’s-maid ; Mrs. 
Rebecca, the housemaid; Mrs. Jane, the cook; Miss 
Sally, the scullion ; Mr. Timothy, the coachman ; Mr. 
John, the gardener; and Mr. Tom, the gardener’s man. 
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Eight servants and one aged pilgrim — of such was the 
household of Barley Wood ! 

Outwardly decorum reigned. Poor Miss More fondly 
imagined her domestics doted on her, and that they 
joyfully obeyed her laws. It was the practice at family 
prayer for each of the servants to repeat a text. Visi- 
tors were much impressed, and went away delighted. 
But like so many other things on this round world, it 
was all hollow. These menials were not what they 
seemed. 

After Miss More had heard them say their texts and 
had gone to bed, their day began. They gave parties 
to the servants and tradespeople of the vicinity (pleasing 
word), and at last, in mere superfluity of naughtiness, 
hired a large room a mile off and issued invitations to 
a great ball. This undid them. There happened to 
be at Barley Wood.on the very night of the dance a 
vigilant visitor who had her suspicions, and who accord- 
ingly kept watch and ward. She heard the texts, but 
she did not go to bed, and from her window she saw 
the whole household, under cover of night, steal off to 
their promiscuous friskings, leaving behind them poor 
Miss Sally only, whose sad duty it was to let them in 
the next morning, which she duly performed. 

Friends were called in, and grave consultations held, 
and in the end Miss More was told how she had been 
wounded in her own household. It was sore news ; 
she bore it well, wisely determined to quit’ Barley 
Wood once and for ever, and live, as a decent old lady 
should, in a terrace in Clifton. The wicked servants 
were not told of this resolve until the actual moment 
of departure had arrived, when they were summoned 
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into the drawing-room, where they found their mistress, 
and a company of friends. In feeling tones Miss 
Hannah More upbraided them for their unfaithfulness. 
‘ You have driven me,’ said she, ‘ from my own home, 
and forced me to seek a refuge among strangers.* So 
saying, she stepped into her carriage and was driven 
away. There is surely something Miltonic about this 
scene, which is, at all events, better than anything in 
Akenside’s ‘ Pleasures of Imagination.’ 

The old lady was of course much happier at No. 4, 
Windsor Terrace, Clifton, than she had been at Barley 
Wood. She was eighty-three years of age when she 
took up house there, and eighty-nine when she died, 
which she did on September ist, 1833. I am in- 
debted for these melancholy — and, I believe, veracious 
— particulars to that amusing book of Joseph Cottle’s 
called ‘ Early Recollections, chiefly relating to the late 
Samuel Taylor Coleridge during his long residence in 
Bristol.^ 

I still maintain that Hannah More’s works, in nine- 
teen volumes, are worth eight shillings and sixpence. 



MARIE BASHKIRTSEFF 

M ISS MATHILDE BLIND, in the introduction 
to her animated and admirable translation of 
the now notorious ‘ Journal of Marie Bashkirtseff,* 
asks an exceedingly relevant question — namely, ‘ Is it 
well or is it ill done to make the world oUr father con- 
fessor ?' Miss Blind does not answer her own question, 
but passes on her way content with the observation 
that, be it well or ilj done, it is supremely interesting. 
Translators have, indeed, no occasion to worry about 
such inquiries. It is hard enough for them to make 
their author speak another language than his own, 
without stopping to ask whether he ought to have 
spoken at all. Their business is to make their author 
known. As for the author himself, he, of course, has 
a responsibility ; but, as a rule, he is only thinking of 
himself, and only anxious to excite interest in that 
subject. If he succeeds in doing this, he is indifferent 
to everything else. And in this he is .encouraged by 
the world. 

Burns, in his exuberant generosity, was sure that it 
could afford small pleasure 

‘ Even to a deil 

To skelp and scaud poor dogs like mt‘, 

And hear us squeal 
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but whatever may be the devil’s taste, there is nothing 
the reading public like better than to hear the squeal 
of some self-rorturing atom of humanity. And, as the 
atoms have found this out, a good deal of squealing 
may be confidently anticipated. 

The eclipse of faith has not proved fatal by aij^y 
means to the instinct of confession. There is a notice- 
able desire to make humanity or the reading public our 
residuary legatee, to endow it with our experiences, to 
enrich it with our egotisms, to strip ourselves bare in 
the market-place — if not for the’ edification, at all 
events for the amusement, of man. All this is accom- 
plished by autobiography. We then become interesting, 
probably for tlw first time, as, to employ Mdlle. Bash- 
kirtsefT s language, ‘ documents of human nature.’ 

The metaphor carries us far. To falsify documents 
by addition, or to garble them by oTnj^sion, is an offence 
of grave character, though of frequent occurrence. Is 
there, then, to be no reticence in autobiography? Are 
the documents of human nature to be printed at 
length ? 

There are questions which each aUtobiographer must 
settle for himself. If what is published is interesting 
for any reason whatsoever, be it the work of pious 
sincerity or diseased self-consciousness, the world will 
read it, and either applaud the piety or ridicule the 
absurdity of the author. If it is not interesting it will 
not be rehd. 

Therefore, to consider the ethics of autobiography 
is to condemn yourself to the academy. ‘ Rousseau’s 
Confessions ’ ought never to have been written ; but 
written they were, and read they will ever be. But as 
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a pastime moralizing has a rare charm. We cannot 
always be reading immoral masterpieces. A time 
comes when inaction is pleasant, and when it is sooth- 
ing to hear mild accents murmuring ‘ Thou shalt not.’ 
For a moment, then, let the point remain under con- 
sideration. 

The ethics of autobiography are, in my judgment, 
admirably summed up by George Eliot, in a passage 
in ‘ Theophrastus Such,’ a book which, we were once 
assured, well-nigh destroyed the reputation of its 
author, but which v^ould certainly have established that 
of most living writers upon a surer foundation than 
they at present occupy. George Eliot says : 

‘ In all autobiography there is, nay, cvught to be, an 
incompleteness which may have the effect of falsity. 
We are each of us bound to reticence by the piety we 
owe to those whq, Ifave been nearest to us, and have 
had a mingled influence over our lives — by the fellow- 
feeling which should restrain us from turning our 
volunteered and picked confessions into an act of 
accusation against others who have no chance of 
vindicating themselves, and, most of all, by that 
reverence for the higher efforts of our common nature 
which commands us to bury its lowest faculties, its 
invincible remnants of the brute, its most agonizing 
struggle with temptation, in unbroken silence.’ 

All this is surely sound morality and good manners, 
but it is not the morality or the manners of Mile. Mane 
Bashkirtseff, who was always ready to barter every- 
thing for something she called Fame. 

‘ If I don’t win fame,’ says she over and over again, 

‘ I will kill myself.’ 
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Miss Blind is, no doubt, correct in her assertion that, 
as a painter. Mile. Bashkirtseff’s strong point was 
expression. Certainly, she had a great gift that way 
with her pen. Amidst a mass of greedy utterances, 
esurient longings, commonplace ejaculations, and 
unlovely revelations, passages occur in this journal 
which bid us hold. For all her boastings, her sincerity 
is not always obvious, but it speaks plainly through 
each one of the following words : 

‘ What is there in us, that, in jpite of plausible 
arguments — in spite of the consciousness that all 
leads to nothing — we should still grumble ? I know 
that, like everyone else, I am going on towards death 
and nothingness. I weigh the circumstances of life, 
and, whatever they may be, they appear to me 
miserably vain, and, for all that, I cannot resign 
myself. Then, it must be a force?; it must be a 
something — not merely “a passage," a certain period 
of time, which matters little whether it is spent in a 
palace or in a cellar ; there is then, something stronger, 
truer, than our foolish phrases about it all. It is life, 
in short ; not merely a passage — an unprofitable 
misery — but life, all that we hold most dear, all that 
we call ours, in short. 

‘ People say it is nothing, because we do not possess 
eternity. Ah ! the fools. Life is ourselves, it is ours, 
it is all that we possess ; how, then, is it possible to 
say that it is nothing ? If this is nothings show me 
something' 

To deride life is indeed foolish. Prosperous people 
are apt to do so, whether their prosperity be of this 
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world or anticipated in the next. The rich man bids 
the poor man lead an abstemious life in his youth, and 
scorn delights, in order that he may have the where- 
withal to spend a dull old age ; but the poor man 
replies : 

‘ Your arrangements have left me nothing but my 
youth. I will enjoy that, and you shall support me in 
a dull old age.’ 

To deride life, I repeat, is foolish ; but to pity your- 
self for having to die is to carry egotism rather too far. 
This is what Mile.' BashkirtseflF does. 

‘ I am touched myself when I think of my end. No, 
it seems impossible! Nice, fifteen years, the three 
Graces, Rome, the follies of Naples, painting, 
ambition, unheard-of hopes — to end in a coffin, 
without having had anything, not even love.’ 

Impossible, indeed I There is not much use for that 
word in the human comedy. 

Never, surely, before was there a lady so penetrated 
with her own personality as the writer of these journals. 
Her arms and legs, hips and shoulders, hopes and fears, 
pictures and future glory, are all alike scanned, admired, 
stroked, and pondered over. She reduces everything 
to one vast common denominator — herself. She gives 
two francs to a starving family. 

‘ It was a sight to see the joy, the surprise of these 
poor creatures. I hid myself behind the trees. 
Heaven has never treated me so well ; heaven has 
never had any of these beneficent fancies.’ 

Heaven had, at all events, ’ ever heard the like of 
this before. Here is a human creature brought up in 
what is called the lap of luxury, wearing purple and 
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fine linen, and fur cloaks worth 2,000 francs, eating 
and drinking to repletion, and indulging herself in every 
fancy ; she divides a handful of coppers amongst five 
starving persons, and then retires behind a tree, and 
calls God to witness that no such kindness had ever 
been extended to her. 

When Mile. Elsnitz, her long-suffering companion — 
‘ young, only nineteen, unfortunate, in a strange house 
without a friend ’ — at last, after suffering many things, 
leaves the service, it is recorded : 

‘ I could not speak for fear of crying, and I affected 
a careless look, but I hope she may have seen.’ 

Seen what ? Why, that the carelessness was un- 
real. A quite .sufficient reparation for months of 
insolence, in the opinion of Miss Marie. 

It is said that Mile. Bashkirtseff had a great faculty 
of enjoyment If so, except in thd cjise of books, she 
hardly makes it felt. Reading evidently gave her 
great pleasure ; but, though there is a good deal of 
rapture about Nature in her journals, it is of an uneasy 
character. 

• The silence that is in the starry sky, 

The sleep that is amongst the lonely hills,' 

do not pass into the souls of those whose ambition it is 
to be greeted with loud cheers by the whole wide 
world. 

Whoever is deeply interested in himself always 
invents a t}od whom he can apostrophize on suitable 
occasions. The existence of this deity feeds his 
creator’s vanity. When the world turns a deaf ear to 
his broken cries he besieges heaven. The Almighty, 
so he flatters himself, cannot escape him. When there 
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is no one else to have recourse to, when all other 
means fail, there still remains — God. When your 
father, and your mother, and your aunt, and your 
companion, and your maid, are all wearied to death by 
your exhaustless vanity, you have still another string 
to your bow. Sometimes, indeed, the strings may get 
entangled. 

‘ Just now, I spoke harshly to my aunt, but I could 
not help it. She came in just when I was weeping 
with my hands over my face, and was summoning God 
to attend to me a little.’ 

A book like this makes one wonder what power, 
human or divine, can exorcise such a demon of vanity 
as that which possessed the soul of this most unhappy 
girl. Carlyle strove with great energy in ‘Sartor 
Resartus,’ to compose a spell which should cleave this 
devil in three. ,F6r a time it worked well and did 
some mischief, but now the magician’s wand seems 
broken. Religion, indeed, can still show her conquests, 
and, when we are considering a question like this, 
seems a fresher thing than it does when we are reading 
‘ Lux Mundi.’ 

‘ Do you want,’ wrote General Gordon in his journal, 
to be loved, respected, and trusted? Then ignore 
the likes and dislikes of man in regard to your actions ; 
leave their love for God’s, taking Him only. You 
will find that as you do so men will like you; they 
may despise some things in you, but they w'ill lean on 
you, and trust you, and He will give you the spirit of 
comforting them. But try to please men and ignore 
God, and you will fail miserably and get nothing but 
disappointment.’ 
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All those who have not yet read these journals, and 
prefer doing so in English, should get Miss Blind’s 
volumes. There they will find this ‘ human document ‘ 
most vigorously translated into their native tongue. 
It, perhaps, sounds better in French. 

One remembers George Eliot’s tale of the lady who 
tried to repeat in English the pathetic story of a 
French mendicant — ‘ J’ai vu le sang de mon p^re ’—but 
failed to excite sympathy, owing to the hopeless 
realism of Saxon speech. But though better in French, 
the journal is interesting in English. Whether, like 
the dreadful Dean, you regard man as an odious race 
of vermin, or agree with an erecter spirit that he is 
a being of infinite capacity, you will find food for your 
philosophy, and texts for your sermons, in the ‘Journal 
of Marie Bashkirtseff.* 



SIR JOHN VANBRUGH 

T EREMY COLLIER begins his famous and witty, 
I though dreadfully overdone, ‘ Short View of the 
Immorality and Profaneness of the English Stage ’ 
with the following spirited words : 

‘ The business of Plays is to recommend Virtue and 
discountenance Vice ; to show the Uncertainty of 
Human Greatness, the sudden turns of Fate, and the 
unhappy conclusions of Violence and Injustice ; 'tis to 
expose the singularities of Pride and Fancy, to make 
Folly and Falsehood contemptible, and to bring 
everything that is ill under Infamy and Neglect.’ 

He then adds : ‘This design has been oddly pursued 
by the English Stage and so he launches his case. 

Sir John Vanbrugh, who fared very badly at the 
doctor’s hands, replied — and, on the whole, with great 
spirit and considerable success — in a pamphet entitled 
‘ A Short Vindication of “ The Relapse ” and “ The 
Provok’d Wife ” from Immorality and Profaneness.’ 
In this reply he strikes out this bold apophthegm : 

‘ The business of Comedy is to show people what 
they should do, by representing them upon the stage, 
doing what they should not.’ 

He continues with much good sense : 
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‘ Nor is there any necessity a philosopher should 
stand by, like an interpreter at a puppet-show, to 
explain the moral to the audience. The mystery is 
seldom so deep but the pit and boxes can dive into it, 
and ’tis their example out of the playhouse that 
chiefly influences the galleries. The stage is a glass 
for the world to view itself in ; people ought, there* 
fore, to see themselves as they are ; if it makes their 
faces too fair, they won't know they are dirty, and, by 
consequence, will neglect to wash them. If, there- 
fore, I have showed “Constant'^’ upon the stage 
what generally the thing called a fine gentleman is off 
it, I think I have done what I should do. I have 
laid open his .vices as well as his virtues ; 'tis the 
business of the audience to observe where his flaws 
lessen his value, and, by considering the deformity of 
his blemishes, become sensible* how much a finer 
thing he would be without them.’ 

It is impossible to improve upon these instructions ; 
they are admirable. The only pity is that, as, naturally 
enough. Sir John wrote his plays first, and defended 
them afterwards, he had not bestowed a thought upon 
the subject until the angry parson gave him check. 
Vanbrugh, like most dramatists of his calibre, wrote to 
please the town, without any thought of doing good or 
harm. The two things he wanted were money and a 
reputation for wit. To lecture and scold him as if he 
had degraded some high and holy office was ridiculous. 
Collier had an excellent case, for there can be no donbt 
that the dramatists he squinted at were worse than 
they had any need to be. But it is impossible to read 
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Collier’s two small books without a good many pishes 
and pshaws! He was a clericalist of an aggressive 
type. You cannot withhold your sympathy from 
Vanbrugh’s remark : 

‘ The reader may here be pleased to take notice 
what this gentleman would construe profaneness if 
he were once in the saddle with a good pair of spurs 
upon his heels.’ 

Now that Evangelicalism has gone out of fashion, 
we no longer hear denunciations of stage-plays. High 
Church parsons crowd the Lyceum, and lead the 
laughter in less dignified if more amusing resorts. 
But, for all that, there is a case to be made against 
the cheerful playhouse, but not by me. . 

As for Sir John Vanbrugh, his two well-known 
plays, ‘ The Relapse,’ and ‘ The Provok’d Wife,’ are 
most excellent reading, Jeremy Collier notwithstand- 
ing. They must be read with the easy tolerance, the 
amused benignity, the scornful philosophy of a Christian 
of the Dr. Johnson type. You must not probe your 
laughter deep ; you must forget for awhile your pro- 
bationary state, and remember that, after all, the thing 
is but a play. Sir John has a great deal of wit of that 
genuine kind which is free from modishness. He 
reads freshly. He also has ideas. In ‘ The Provok’d 
Wife,’ which was acted for the first time in the early 
part of 1697, there appears the Philosophy of Clothes 
(thus forestalling Swift), and also an early conception 
of Carlyle’s stupendous image of a naked House of 
Lords. This occurs in a conversation between Heart- 
free and Constant, which concludes thus : 
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Heavtfree. Then for her outside — I consider it 
merely as an outside — she has a thin, tiffany covering 
over just such stuff as you and I are made on. As 
for her motion, her mien, her air, and all those tricks, 
I know they affect you mightily. If you should see 
your mistress at a coronation, dragging her peacock’s 
train, with all her state and insolence, about her, 
’twould strike you with all the awful thoughts that 
heaven itself could pretend to from you ; whereas, I 
turn the whole matter into a jest, and suppose her 
strutting in the self-same stately manner, with nothing 
on but her stays and her under, scanty - quilted 
petticoat. 

Constant. Hold thy profane tongue ! for I’ll hear 
no more. 

‘ The Relapse ’ must, I think, be pronounced Van- 
brugh’s best comedy. Lord Foppington is a humorous 
conception, and the whole dialogue is animated and to 
the point. One sees where Sheridan got his style. 
There are more brains, if less sparkle, in Vanbrugh's 
repartees than in Sheridan’s. 

Berenthia. I have had so much discourse with her, 
that I believe, were she once cured of her fondness to 
her husband, the fortress of her virtue would not be so 
irripregnable as she fancies. 

Worthy. What ! she runs. I’ll warrant you, into 
that common mistake of fond wives, who conclude 
themselves virtuous because they can refuse a man 
they don’t like when they have got one they do. 

Berenthia. True ; and, therefore, I think ’tis a pre- 
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sumptuous thing in a woman to assume the name of 
virtuous till she has heartily hated her husband and 
been soundly in love with somebody else. 

A handsome edition of Vanbrugh’s Plays has re- 
cently appeared, edited by Mr. W. C. Ward (Lawrence 
and Bullen), who has prepared an excellent Life of 
his author. 

Vanbrugh was, as all the world knows, the architect 
of Blenheim Palace, as he also was of Castle Howard. 
He became Comptroller of Works in the reign of 
Queen Anne, and was appointed by King George 
Surveyor of the Works at Greenwich Hospital, in the 
neighbourhood of which he had property of his own. 
His name is still familiar in the ears of the respectable 
inhabitants of Blackheath. But what is mysterious 
is how and where, he acquired such skill as he pos- 
sessed in his profession. His father, Giles Vanbrugh, 
had nineteen children, of whom thirteen appear to have 
lived for some length of time, and of John’s education 
nothing precise is known. When nineteen he went 
into France, where he remained some years. 

During this period, observes Mr. Ward, ‘ it may be 
presumed he laid the foundation of that skill in archi- 
tecture he afterwards so eminently displayed ; at least, 
there is no subsequent period of his life to which we 
can, with equal probability, ascribe his studies, in 
that art.’ 

Later on, Mr. Ward says : 

‘ The year 1 702 presents our author in a new 
character. Of his architectural studies we know 
absolutely nothing, unless we may accept Swift’s 
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account, who pretends that Vanbrugh acquired the 
rudiments of the art by watching children building 
houses of cards or clay. But this was probably 
ironical. However he came by his skill, in 1702 he 
stepped into sudden fame as the architect of Castle 
Howard.’ 

It is indeed extraordinary that a man should have 
undertaken such big jobs as Castle Howard and Blen- 
heim without leaving any trace whatever of the means 
by which he became credited with the power to exe- 
cute them. Mr. Pecksniff got an occasional pupil and 
premium, but, so far as I know, he never designed so 
much as a parish pump. Blenheim is exposed to a 
good deal of criticism, but nobody can afford to despise 
either it or Castle Howard, and it seems certain that 
the original plans and elevations pf both structures 
were prepared by the author of ‘The Relapse’ and 
‘ the Provok’d Wife ’ himself. Of course, there may 
have been a ghost, but if there had been, the Duchess 
of Marlborough, who was soon at loggerheads with 
her architect, would probably have dragged it into the 
light of day. 

The wits made great fun of their distinguished 
colleague’s feats in brick and mortar. It was not 
usually permissible for a literary gentleman to be 
anything else, unless, indeed, a divine like Dr. Swift, 
whose Satirical verses on the small house Vanbrugh 
built for himself in Whitehall are well known. They 
led to a coolness, and no one need wonder. After the 
architect’s death the divine apologized and expressed 
regret. 
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The well-known epigram — 

• Under this stone, reader, survey 
Dead Sir John Vanbrugh's house of clay. 

Lie heavy on him, Earth, for he 
Laid many heavy loads on thee ’ — 

is the composition of another doctor of divinity — 
Dr. Abel Evans — and was probably prompted by envy. 

Amongst other things, Vanbrugh was a Herald, and 
in that capacity visited Hanover in 1706, and helped 
to invest the Electoral Prince, afterwards George II., 
with the Order of the Garter. Vanbrugh’s personality 
is not clearly revealed to us anywhere, but he appears 
to have been a pleasant companion and witty talker. 
He married late in life, and of three children only one 
survived, to be killed at Fontenoy. He himself died 
in 1726, in his sixty-third year, of a quinsy. His 
widow survived him half a century, thus affording 
another proof, if proof be needed, that no man is 
indispensable. 



JOHN GAY 

^~'HE first half of the eighteenth century was 
jL in England the poet’s playground. These 
rhyming gentry had then a status, a claim upon private 
munificence and the public purse which has long since 
been hopelessly barred. A measure of wit, a tincture 
of taste, and a perseverance in demand would in those 
days secure for the puling Muse slices of solid pudding 
whilst in the flesh, and (frequently) sepulture in the 
Abbey when all was over. 

What silk-mercer’s apprentice in these hard times, 
finding a place behind Messrs. Marshall and Snel- 
grove’s counter, not jumping with his genius, dare 
hope by the easy expedient of publishing a pamphlet 
on ‘ The Present State of Wit ’ to become domestic 
steward to a semi-royal Duchess, and the friend of Mr. 
Lewis Morris and Mr. Lecky, who are, I suppose, 
our nineteenth century equivalents for Alexander Pope 
and Jonathan Swift ? Yet such was the happy fate of 
Gay, whd, after an idle life of undeserved good fortune 
and much unmanly repining, died of an inflammation, 
in spite of the skilled care of Arbuthnot and the 
unwearying solicitude of the Duchess of Queensberry, 
and was interred like a peer of the realm in West- 
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minster Abbey, having for his pall-bearers the Earl of 
Chesterfield, Viscount Cornbury, the Hon. Mr. 
Berkely, General Dormer, Mr. Gore, and Mr. Pope. 
Such a recognition of the author of ‘ Fables ’ and ‘ The 
Beggars’ Opera ’ must make Mr. Besant’s mouth 
water. Nor did Gay, despite heavy losses in the 
South Sea Company, die a pauper ; he left £ 6,000 
behind him, which, as he was wise enough to die 
intestate, was divided equally between his two surviving 
sisters. 

Gay’s good luck has never forsaken him. He enjoys, 
if, indeed, the word be not the hollowest of mockeries, 
an eternity of fame. It is true he is not read much, 
but he is always read a little. He has been dead more 
than a century and a half, so it seems likely that a 
hundred and fifty years hence he will be read as much as 
he is now, and, lik,e a cork, will be observed bobbing on 
the surface of men’s memories. Better men and belter 
poets than he have been, and will be, entirely sub- 
merged; but he was happy in his hour, happy even in his 
name (which lent itself to rhyme), happy in his nature ; 
and so (such at least is our prognostication) new editions 
of Gay’s slender remains will at long intervals continue 
to appear and to attract a moment’s attention, even as 
Mr. Underhill’s admirable edition of the poems has 
lately done ; new anthologies will contain his name, 
the biographical dictionaries will never quite forget 
him, his tomb in the Abbey will be stared at by impres- 
sionable youngsters. Pope's striking epitaph will invite 
the fault-finding of the critical, and his own jesting 
couplet incur the censure of the moralist, until the 
day dawns when men cease to forget themselves in 
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trifles. As soon as they do this, Gay will be forgotten 
once and for ever. 

Gay’s one real achievement was ‘ The Beggars’ 
Opera,’ which sprang from a sprout of Swift’s great 
brain. A ‘ Newgate pastoral might make an odd, 
pretty sort of thing,’ so the Dean once remarked to 
Gay ; and as Mr. Underhill, in his admirable Life 
of our poet, reminds us. Swift repeated the suggestion 
in a letter to Pope : ‘ What think you of a Newgate 
pastoral among the whores and thieves there ?’ But 
Swift’s * Beggars’ Opera ’ would hot have hit the 
public taste between wind and water as did Gay’s. It 
would have been much too tremendous a thing — its 
sincerity would have damned it past redemption. 
Even in Gay’s light hands the thing was risky — a 
speculation in the public fancy which could not but be 
dangerous. Gay knew this well ^enough, hence his 
quotation from Martial (afterwards adopted by the 
Tennysonsas the motto for ‘ Poems by Two Brothers’), 
Nos h(tc novimus esse nihil. Congreve, resting on his 
laurels, declared it would either take greatly, or be 
damned confoundedly. It took, and, indeed, we cannot 
wonder. There was a foretaste of Gilbert about 
it quite enough to make its fortune in any century. 
Furthermore, it drove out of England, so writes an 
early editor, ‘ for that season, the Italian opera, which 
had carried all before it for several years.’ It was a 
triumph fbr the home-bred article, and therefore dear 
to the souls of all true patriots. 

The piece, though as wholly without sincerity as a 
pastoral by Ambrose Philips, a thing merely of the 
footlights, entirely shorn of a single one of the rays 
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which glorify lawlessness in Burns’s ‘Jolly Beggars,’ 
yet manages through the medium of the songs to convey 
a pleasing though absurd sentimentality ; and there is, 
perhaps, noticeable throughout a slight — a very slight 
— flavour of what is cantingly but conveniently called 
‘ the Revolution,’ which imparts a slender interest. 

‘ The Beggars’ Opera ’ startled the propriety of that 
strange institution, the Church of England — a seminary 
of true religion which had left the task of protesting 
against the foulness of Dryden and Wycherley and the 
unscrupulous wit -of Congreve and Vanbrugh to the 
hands of non-jurors like Collier and Law, but which, 
speaking, we suppose, in the interests of property, 
raised a warning voice when a comic opera made fun, 
not of marriage vows, but of highway robbery. Dr. 
Herring, afterwards Archbishop of Canterbury, 
plucked up courage to preach against ‘ The Beggars’ 
Opera ’ before the Court, but the Head of the Church 
paid no attention to the divine, and, with the Queen 
and all the princesses, attended the twenty-first 
representation. The piece brought good luck all round. 
‘ Everybody,’ so Mr. Underhill assures us, ‘ connected 
with the theatre (Lincoln’s Inn Fields), from the 
principal performer down to the box-keepers, got a 
benefit,’ and Miss Lavinia Fenton, who played Polly 
Peachum, lived to become Duchess of Bolton ; whilst 
Hogarth painted no less than three pictures of the 
celebrated scene, ‘ How happy could I be with either — 
were t’other dear charmer away.’ 

Dr. Johnson, in his ‘Life of ^ay,’ deals scornfully 
with the absurd notion that robbers were multiplied by 
the popularity of ‘ The Beggars’ Opera.’ ‘ It is not 
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likely to do good,’ says the Doctor, ‘ nor can it be con- 
ceived, without more speculation than life requires or 
admits, to be productive of much evil.’ The Church 
of England might as well have held its tongue. 

Gay, flushed with success, was not long in producing 
a sequel called ‘ Polly,’ which, however, as it was 
supposed to offend, not against morality, which it 
undoubtedly did, but against Sir Robert Walpole, was 
prohibited. ‘ Polly ’ was printed, and, being prohibited, 
had a great sale. It is an exceedingly nasty piece, not 
unworthy of one of the three autBors who between 
them produced that stupidest of farces, ‘ Three Hours 
after Marriage.’ 

Gay’s third opera, ‘ Achilles,’ was produced at Covent 
Garden after his death. One does not need to be a 
classical purist to be offended at the sight of ‘ Achilles ’ 
upon a stage, singing doggerel vefs§s to the tune of 
‘ Butter’d Pease,’ or at hearing Ajax exclaim : 

• Honour called me to the task, 

No matter for explaining, 

’Tis a fresh affront to ask 
A man of honour’s meaning.’ 

This vulgar and idiotic stuff ran twenty nights. 

Gay’s best-known poetical pieces are his ‘Fables,’ 
and his undoubtedly interesting, though intrinsically 
dull, ‘Trivia; or. The Art of Walking the Streets of 
London,’ though for our own part we would as lief 
read his ‘ Shepherds’ Week’ as anything else Gay has 
ever written. 

The ‘ Fables ’ are light and lively, and might safely 
be recommended to all who are fond of an easy quota- 
tion. To lay them down is never difficult, and if, after 
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having done so, Swift's ‘ Confession of the Beasts ' is 
taken up, how vast the difference ! There are, we 
know, those in whose nature there is too much of the 
milk of human kindness to enable them to enjoy Swift 
when he shows his teeth ; but however this may be, we 
confess, if we are to read at all, we must prefer Swift's 
‘ Beasts’ Confession ’ to all the sixty-five fables of Gay 
put together. 

‘ The Swine with contrite heart allowed 
His shape and beauty made him proud 
In diet Was perhaps too nice, 

But gluttony was ne’er his vice ; 

In every turn of life content 
And meekly took what fortune sent. 

Inquire through all the parish round, 

A better neighbour ne’er was found. 

His vigilance might some displease ; 

'Tis true he hated sloth like pease. 

‘ The Chaplain vows he cannot fawn, 

Though it would raise him to the lawn. 

He passed his hours among his books, 

You find it in his meagre looks. 

He might if he were worldly wise 
Preferment get and spare his eyes ; 

But owns he has a stubborn spirit 
That made him trust alone to merit ; 

Would rise by merit to promotion. 

Alas ! a mere chimeric notion.” 

Gay was found pleasing by his friends, and had, we 
must believe, a kind heart. Swift, who was a nice 
observer in such matters, in his famous poem on his 
own death, assigns Gay a week in which to grieve : 

* Poor Pope would grieve a month, and Gay 
A week, and Arbuthnot a day ; 

St. John himself will scaie forbear 
To bite his pen and drop a tear ; 

The rest will give a shrug and cry, 

“ I’m sorry, but we all must die.” ’ 
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It is a matter of notoriety that Gay was very fat and 
fond of eating. He is, as we have already said, buried 
in Westminster Abbey, over against Chaucer. When 
all the rubbish is carted away from the Abbey to make 
room for the great men and women of the twentieth 
century, Gay will probably be accounted just good 
enough to remain where he is. He always was a lucky 
fellow, though he had not the grace to think so. 



ROGER NORTH’S AUTOBIOGRAPHY 

T he Cambridge wit who some vast amount of 
years ago sang of Bohn's publications, ‘ so 
useful to the student of Latin and Greek,* hit with 
unerring precision the main characteristic of those 
very numerous volumes. Utility was the badge of all 
that tribe, save, indeed, of those woeful ‘ Extra 
Volumes’ which are as much out of place amongst 
their grave brethren as John Knox at a ballet. There 
was something in the binding of Messrs. Bohn's books 
which was austere, and even forbidding ; their excel- 
lence, their authority, could not be denied by even a 
youthful desperado, but reading them always wore the 
stern aspect of duty. The binding had undoubtedly a 
good deal to do with this. It has now been discarded 
by Messrs, George Bell and Sons, the present pro- 
prietors, in favour of brighter colours. The difference 
thus effected is enormous. The old binding is kept in 
stock because, so we are told, ‘ it is endeared to many 
book-lovers by association.’ The piety of Messrs. Bell 
has misled them. No book-lover, we feel certain, ever 
held one of Messrs. Bohn’s publications in his hands 
except to read it. 

A valuable addition has lately been made to the 
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‘ Standard Library ’ by the publication — in three bright 
and cheerful volumes — of Roger North’s well-known 
‘ Lives of the Norths,’ and also — and this practically 
for the first time— of Roger North’s Autobiography, a 
book unknown to Macaulay, and which he would have 
read with fierce interest, bludgeon in hand, having no 
love for the family. 

Dr. Jessopp, who edits the volumes with his accus- 
tomed skill, mentions in the Preface how the manuscript 
of the Autobiography belonged to the late Mr. Crossley, 
of Manchester, and was sold after* the death of that 
bibliophile, in 1883, and four years later printed for 
private circulation. It now comes before the general 
pub’ic. It is not long, and deserves attention. The 
style is gritty and the story far from exciting, but the 
book is interessting, particularly for lawyers, a deserving 
class of readers for whose special 'entertainment small 
care is usually taken. 

Roger North was born at Tostock, in Suffolk, in 
1653 - the youngest of his brothers. Never was man 
more of a younger brother than he. This book of his 
might be called ‘ The Autobiography of a Younger 
Brother.’ The elder brother was, of course, Francis, 
afterwards Lord Guilford, a well-hated man, both in 
his own day and after it, but who at all events looked 
well after Roger, who was some sixteen years his 
junior. 

In 1669 Roger North was admitted a student of the 
Middle Temple, Francis being then a Bencher of that 
learned society. Roger had chambers on the west side 
of Middle Temple Lane, and £10 wherewith to furnish 
them and buy a gown, and other necessaries. He says 
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it was not enough, but that he managed to make it 
serve. His excellent mother, though she had some 
ten children and a difficult husband, produced /30, 
with which he bought law books. His father allowed 
him £\o a year, and he had his big brother at hand to 
help him out of debt now and again. 

He was, we feel as we read, a little uneasy under 
his brother’s eye. The elder North had a disagreeable 
fashion of putting ‘ little contempts ’ upon his brother, 
and a way of raising his own character by depressing 
Roger’s, which waS hard to bear. But Roger North 
bore it bravely ; he meant sticking to his brother, and 
stick he did. In five years he saw Francis become 
King’s Counsel, Solicitor, and Attorney-General. ‘ If 
he should die,’ writes Roger, ‘ I am lost.’ But Francis 
did not die, which was as well, for he was much better 
suited for this world than the next. 

Roger North was no great student of the law. He 
was fond of mathematics, optics, mechanics, architec- 
ture, music, and of sailing a small yacht — given him 
by Mr. Windham, of Felbrigge — on the Thames ; and 
he gives in his Autobiography interesting accounts of 
these pastimes. He was very anxious indeed to get 
on and make money, but he relied more upon his 
brother than upon either his own brains or his own 
industry. 

In 1674 Francis North became Chief Justice of the 
Common Pleas, succeeding Sir John Vaughan, the 
friend of Selden ; and Roger at once got himself called 
to the Bar, and thenceforwaiJ, so far as possible, 
whenever Francis was on the Bench, there was Roger 
pleading before him. Indeed, it went much further 
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than this. * I kept so closely to him that I can safely 
say I saw him abed every night without intermission 
for divers years together, which enables me to contra- 
dict the malicious report a relation raised of him, that 
he kept a mistress as the mode of that time was. 
The morals of a Chief J ustice two centuries after his 
death having no personal concern for this generation, I 
feel free to confess that I am rather sorry for Francis 
with Roger ever by his side in this unpleasantly perti- 
nacious fashion. The younger North, so he tells us, 
always drove down to Westminster with the Chief 
Justice, and he frankly admits that his chief apptii was 
his brother’s character, fame, and interest. Not being 
a Serjeant, Roger could not actually practise in the 
Common Pleas, but on yarious circuits, at the Guild- 
hall, at the Treasury, and wherever else he could law- 
fully go before the Chief Justice, there Roger went and 
got a business together. He also made money, some- 
times as much as a day, from court-keeping — that 
is, attending manor courts. This was a device of his 
elder brother's, who used to practise it before he was 
called to the Bar. It savours of pettifogging. How- 
ever, it seems in Roger's case to have led to his 
obtaining the patent office of Temporal Steward to the 
See of Canterbury, to which he had the courage to 
stick after the deprivation of Archbishop Sancroft. 
Ihis dogged devotion to the Church redeems North’s 
life from a commonplacedness which would otherwise 
be hopeless. The Archbishop left his faithful steward 
£20 for a ring, but North preferred, like a wise man, 
to buy books, which he had bound in the Archbishop's 
manner. 
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In 1682 Roger North ‘ took silk,’ as the phrase now 
goes, and became one of the Attorney-General’s devils, 
in which capacity his name is to be found in the 
reports of the trial of Lord William Russell. What 
he says about that trial in the Autobiography is just 
what might be expected from an Attorney-General’s 
devil — that is, that never before was a State trial con- 
ducted with such candour and fairness. He admits 
that this is not the judgment of the world ; but then, 
says he, * the world never did nor will understand its 
true good, or revtfard, encourage, or endure its true 
patriots and friends.’ 

At the end of 1683 Francis North came home one 
night with no less remarkable a companion in his 
coach than the Great Seal. Roger instantly trans- 
posed himself to the Court of Chancery, where he 
began coining money. ‘ My whole study,’ he says, ‘ is 
causes and motions.’ He found it hard work, but he 
buckled to, and boasts — like so many of his brethren, 
alive as well as dead — that he, at all events, always 
read his briefs. In the first year his fees amounted to 
^4,000, in the second to nearly as much, but in the 
third there was a falling off, owing to a smaller quan- 
tity of business in the Court. A new Lord Keeper 
was always the occasion of the rehearing of old 
causes. The defeated litigants wished to try their 
luck before the new man. 

North was at first astonished with the size of the 
fees he was offered ; he even refused them, thinking 
them bribes: ‘but my fellow-^ractisers’ conversation 
soon cured me of that nicety.’ And yet the biggest fee 
he ever got was twenty guineas. Ten guineas was the 
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usual fee on a ‘ huge ’ brief, and five ‘ in the better 
sort of causes.’ In ordinary cases Roger North 
would take two or three guineas, and one guinea for 
motions and defences. 

In the Long Vacations Roger still stuck to his 
brother, who, no doubt, found him useful. Thus 
when the Mayor, Aldermen, and Council of Banhury 
came over to Wroxton to pay their respects to the 
Lord Keeper, they were handed over to the charge of 
Roger, who walked them all over the house to show 
the rooms, and then made them drifnk at dinner ‘ and 
dismissed them to their lodgings in ditches homeward 
bound.’ But the effort was too much for him, and no 
sooner were they gone than he had to lie down, all on 
fire, upon the ground, from which he rose very sick 
and scarce recovered in some days. As a rule he was 
a most temperate man, and hated the custom and 
extravagance of drinking. He had not enough under- 
standing to obfuscate it by drink. 

All w ent well with the brothers until the death of 
Charles II. Then the horizon grew troubled — but 
still Roger was being talked of as a Baron of the 
Exchequer, when the Lord Keeper died on September 5, 
16S5. With him ended the public life of his younger 
brother. Roger North was only thirty-two. He was a 
King’s Counsel, and in considerable practice, but he 
had not the will — perhaps he had not the force — to 
stand alone. At the Revolution he became a non- 
juror, and retired into the country. His Autobiography 
also ceases with his brother’s death. 

He had much private family business to transact, 
and in 1690 he bought the Rougham estate in Norfolk, 
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where he carried on building and planting on a con- 
siderable scale. He married and had children, bought 
books, restored the parish church, and finally died on 
March i, 1734, in his eighty-first year. 

Dr. Jessopp tells us very little is left of Roger North 
— his house has been pulled down, his trees pulled up, 
and his books dispersed. But his ‘ Lives ’ of his three 
brothers, and now his own Autobiography, will keep 
his memory green. There is something about him one 
rather likes, though were we asked what it is, we 
should have no ailswer ready. 



BOOKS OLD AND NEW 

N OW that our century has entered upon its last 
decade, and draws near the* hour which will 
despatch it to join its too frequently and most unjustly 
despised predecessor, it is pleasing to note how well 
it has learnt to play the old man's part. One has only 
to compare the Edinburgh Review of, say, October, 1807, 
with its last number, to appreciate the change that has 
come over us. Cocksureness, onch Jhe badge of the 
tribe of critics, is banished to the schoolroom. The 
hearty hatreds of our early days would ill befit a death- 
bed. A keen critic has observed what a noisy place 
England used to be. Everybody cried out loud in the 
market-place, in the Senate-house, in the Law Courts, 
in the Reviews and Magazines. In the year 1845 the 
Tifnes newspaper incurred the heavy and doubtless the 
just censure of the Oxford Union for its unprincipled 
tone, as shown in its ‘ violent attempts to foment agita- 
tion as well by inflammatory articles as by the artifices 
of correspondents.* How different it now is ! We all 
move about as it were in list slippers. Our watch- 
word is ‘ Hush !* Dickens tells us how, at Honeys 
funeral, Cruikshank, being annoyed at some of the 
observations of the officiating minister, whispered in 
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Dickens’ ear as they both moved to kneel at prayer, 
‘ If this wasn’t a funeral I would punch his head.’ It 
was a commendable restraint. We are now, all of us, 
exercising it. 

A gloomy view is being generally taken of our 
literary future in the next century. Poetry, it is pretty 
generally agreed, has died with Lord Tennyson. Who, 
it is said, can take any pride or pleasure in the nineties, 
whose memory can carry him back to the sixties ? 
What days those were that gave us brand-new from 
the press ‘ Philip‘' and ‘ The Four Georges,’ ‘ The Mill 
on the Floss ’ and ‘ Silas Marner,’ ‘ Evan Harrington ’ 
and ‘ Rhoda Fleming,’ ‘ Maud,’ ‘ The Idylls of the 
King,’ and ‘ Dramatis Personae,’ Mr. .Arnold’s New 
Poems, the ‘ Apologia pro Vit^ Su^,’ and ‘ Verses on 
Various Occasions,’ four volumes of ‘ I'rederick the 
Great,’ and ‘ The Origin of Species ’ ! One wonders 
in the retrospect how human stupidity was proof 
against such an onslaught of wit, such a shower of 
golden fancies. Why did not Folly’s fortress fall ? 
We know it did not, for it is standing yet. Nor has 
any particular halo gathered round the sixties — which, 
indeed, were no better than the fifties or the forties. 

From what source, so ask ‘ the frosty pows,’ are you 
who call yourselves ‘ jolly candidates ’ for igoo, going 
to get your supplies ? Where are your markets ? 
Who will crowd the theatre on your opening nights ? 
What well-graced actors will then cross your stage ? 
Your boys and girls will be well provided for, one can 
see that. Story-books and haiid-books will jostle for 
supremacy ; but your men and women, all a-hungered, 
how are you going to feed them and keep their tempers 
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sweet? It is not a question of side dishes, but of 
joints. Sermons and sonnets, and even ‘ clergy-poets,’ 
may be counted upon, but they will only affront the 
appetites they can never satisfy. What will be wanted 
are Sam Wellers, Captain Costigans, and Jane Eyres 

poetry that lives, controversy that bites, speeches 

that stir the imagination. 

Thus far the aged century. To argue with it would 
be absurd ; to silence it cruel, and perhaps impossible. 
Greedy Time will soon do that. 

But suppose it should turn out to be the fact that 
we are about to enter upon a period of well-cultivated 
mediocrity. What then ? Centuries cannot be expected 
to go on repeating the symptoms of their predecessors. 
We have had no 13urns. We cannot, therefore, expect 
to end with the beginnings of a Wordsworth and a 
Coleridge ; there may likely be a luJJ. The lull may 
also be a relief. Of all odd crazes, the craze to be 
for ever reading new books is one of the oddest. 

Hazlitt may be found grappling with this subject, 
and, as usual, ‘ punishing ’ it severely in his own inimit- 
able style. ‘ I hate,’ says he, in the second volume of 
‘ The Plain Speaker ’ — in the essay entitled ‘ On kead- 
ing Old Books ’ — ‘ to read new books and he continues, 
a page further on, ‘ Contemporary writers may gener- 
ally be divided into two classes — one’s friends or one’s 
foes. Of the first we are compelled to think too well, 
and of the last we are disposed to think too ill, to 
receive much genuine pleasure from the perusal, or to 
judge fairly of the merit of either. One candidate for 
literary fame who happens to be of our acquaintance 
writes finely and like a man of genius, but unfortu- 
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nately has a foolish face, which spoils a delicate 
passage ; another inspires us with the highest respect 
for his personal talents and character, but does not 
come up to our expectations in print. All these con- 
tradictions and petty details interrupt the calm current 
of our reflections.’ 

Hazlitt was no doubt a good hater. We are now of 
milder mood. It ought not to be difficult for any of us, 
if we but struggle a little, to keep a man’s nose out of 
his novel. But, for all that, it is certain that true 
literary sway is borne but by the dead. Living authors 
may stir and stimulate us, provoke our energies, and 
excite our sympathy, but it is the dead who rule us 
from their urns. 

Authority has no place in matters concerning books 
and reading, else it would be well were some propor- 
tion fixed betw.eefn the claims of living and dead 
authors. 

There is no sillier affectation than that of old- 
worldism. To rave about Sir Thomas Browne and 
know nothing of William Cobbett is foolish. To turn 
your back upon your own time is simply to provoke 
living wags, with rudimentary but effective humour, 
to chalk opprobrious epithets upon your person. But, 
on the other hand, to depend upon your contemporaries 
for literary sustenance, to be reduced to scan the lists 
of ‘Forthcoming Works’ with a hungry eye, to com- 
plain of a dearth of new poems, and new novels, and 
new sermons, is worse than affectation — it is stupidity. 

There was a time when old books were hard to pro- 
cure and difficult to house. With the exceptionl^of fa 
few of the greatest, it’ required as much courage to 
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explore the domains of our old authors as it did to 
visit Wast Water or Loch Maree before the era of 
roads and railways. The first step was to turn the 
folios into octavos, and to publish complete editions ; 
the second was to cheapen the price of issue. The 
first cheap booksellers were, it is sometimes alleged, 
men of questionable character in their trade. Yet 
their names should be cherished. They made many 
young lives happy, and fostered better taste than either 
or both the Universities. Hogg, Cooke, Miliar, 
Donaldson, Bell, even Tegg, the ‘ extraneous Tegg ’ 
of Carlyle’s famous Parliamentary petition, did good 
work in their day. Somehow or another the family 
libraiies of the more respectable booksellers hung fire. 
They did not find their way about. Perhaps their 
authors were selected with too much care. 

‘ He wales a portion with judiciotis care.’ 

The pious Cottar did well, but the world is larger than 
the family ; besides which it is not always ‘Saturday 
Night.’ Cooke had no scruples. He published ‘ Tom 
Jones’ in fortnightly, and (I think) sixpenny parts, 
embellished with cuts, and after the same appetising 
fashion proceeded right through the ‘ British Novelists.' 
He did the same with the ‘ British Poets.’ It was a 
noble enterprise. You never see on a stall one of 
Cooke’s books but it is soiled by honest usage ; its 
odour speaks of the thousand thumbs that have turned 
over its pages with delight. Cooke made an immense 
fortune, and deserved to do so. He believed both in 
genius and his country. He gave the people cheap 
books, and they bought them gladly. lie died at an 
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advanced age in i8io. Perhaps when he came to do 
so he was glad he had published a series of ‘ Sacred 
Classics,’ as well as ‘ Tom Jones.’ 

We are now living in an age of handsome reprints. 
It is possible to publish a good sized book on good 
paper and sell it at a profit for fourpence halfpenny. 
But of course to do this, as the profit is too small to 
bear division, you must get the Authors out of the way. 
Our admirable copyright laws and their own sedentary 
habits do this on the whole satisfactorily and in due 
course. Consequently dead authors are amazingly 
cheap. Not merely Shakespeare and Milton, Bunyan 
and Burns, but Scott and Macaulay, Thackeray and 
Dickens. Living authors are deadly dear. You may 
buy twenty books by dead men at the price of one 
work by a living man. The odds are fearful. For 
my part, I hope a ntodiis vivcndi may be established 
between the publishers of the dead and those of the 
living ; but when you examine the contents of the 
‘ Camelot Classics,’ the ‘ Carisbrooke Library,’ the 
‘ Chandos Classics,’ the ‘ Canterbury Poets,’ the 
‘ Mermaid Series of the Old Dramatists,’ and remem- 
ber, or try to remember, the publishing lists of 
Messrs. Koutledge, Mr. Black, Messrs. Warne, and 
Messrs. Cassell, it is easy for the reader to snap his 
fingers at Fate. It cannot touch him — he can dine for 
many a day. Even were our ‘ lyrical cry ’ to be stifled 
for half a century, what with Mr. Bullen’s ‘ Eliza- 
bethan Lyrics,' and ‘ More Elizabethan Lyrics,' and 
‘ Lyrics from the Dramatists,’ and ‘ Lyrics from the 
Romances,’ and Mr. Palgrave’s ‘ Golden Treasury,’ ‘a 
man,' as Mr. Markham observes in ‘ David Copper- 
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field,’ ‘ might get on very well here,’ even though that 
man were, as Markham asserted himself to be, 
‘ hungry all day long.’ A British poet does not cease 
to be a poet because he is dead, nor is he, for that 
mj.tter, any the better a poet for being alive. 

As for a scarcity of living poets proving national 
decadence, it would be hard to make out that case. 
Who sang Chatham’s victories by sea and land ? 
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BOOK-BINDING 

T here is a familiar anecdote of the ingenious 
author of ‘ The Seasons,’ ‘ Rule, Britannia,’ and 
other excellent pieces, that when he sent a well-bound 
copy of his poems to his father, who had always 
regarded him, not altogether unjustly, as a ‘ feckless 
loon,’ that canny Scot handled the volume with 
unfeigned delight, and believing that his son had bound 
it, cried out admiringly, ‘ Who could have thought our 
Jamie could have done the like of this ?’ This particu- 
lar copy has not been preserved, and it is therefore im- 
possible for us to determine how far its bibliopegic 
merits justified the rapture of the elder Thomson, 
whose standard is not likely to have been a high one. 
Indeed, despite his rusticity, he was probably a better 
judge of poetry than of binding. 

This noble craft has revived in our midst. Twenty 
years ago, in ordinary circles, the book-binder was a 
miscreant who, by the aid of a sharp knife, a hideous 
assortment of calf-skins and of marbled papers, bound 
your books for you by slaughtering their margins, 
stripping their sides, and retaining them upon your 
hands cropped and in prison garb, and so lettered as to 
tell no man what they were. And the worst of it was 
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we received them with complacency, gave them 
harbourage upon our shelves, and only grumbled that 
the price was so high as four shillings a volume. 
Those days are over. Yet it is well to be occasionally 
reminded of the rock from whence we were hewn, and 
the pit out of which we were digged. I have now 
lying before me a first edition of the essays of Elia 
which, being in boards, I allowed to be treated by a 
provincial called Shimmin, in the sixties. I remember 
its coming home, and how I thought it was all right. 
Infancy was no excuse for such ignorance. 

The second-hand booksellers, a race of men for 
whom I have the greatest respect, are to blame in this 
matter. They did not play the part they might have 
been expected to do. They gave no prominence in 
their catalogues, which are the true text-books of 
literature, to specimens of book-binding, nor did they 
instil into the minds of their young customers the 
rudiments of taste. Worse than this, some of the 
second-tiand booksellers in the country were themselves 
binders, and, for the most part, infamous ones. 

One did, indeed, sometimes hear of Roger Payne 
and of the Harleian style, but dimly, and as a thing of 
no moment, nor were our eyes ever regaled in book- 
sellers’ catalogues with facsimiles of the exquisite 
bindings of the French and English masters. Nor 
was it until we went further afield, and became ac- 
quainted with the booksellers of Paris, that this new 
world swam into our ken. It was a great day when a 
stray copy of a ‘ Bulletin Mensuel ’ of Damascene 
Morgand, the famous bookseller in the Passage des 
Panoramas, fell into the hands of a mere country 
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book-buyer. Then he knew how brutally he had been 
deceived — then he looked wuth loathing on his trun- 
cated tomes and their abominable devices. The first 
really bound book I ever saw was a copy of the works 
of Pierre de Ronsard bearing the devices of Marguerite 
de Valois. The price was so far beyond my resources 
that I left the shop without a touch of envy, but the 
scales had fallen from my eyes, and I walked down the 
Passage des Panoramas as one who had awakened 
from a dream. 

Nowadays it is quite different. The Arts and Crafts 
Exhibition did much, and the second-hand booksellers, 
in quite ordinary places, are beginning to give in their 
catalogues reproductions of noble specimens. Nothing 
else is required. To see is enough. There was 
recently, as most people know, a wonderful exhibition 
of bindings to be seen at the Burlington Fine Art 
Club, but what is not so generally known is that the 
Club has published a magnificent catalogue of the con- 
tents of that Exhibition, with no less than 114 plates 
reproducing with the greatest possible skill and delicacy 
some of the finest specimens. Mr. Gordon Duff, who 
is credited with a profounder knowledge of pigskins 
than any living man, has contributed a short preface to 
the volume, whilst Miss Prideaux, herself a binder of 
great merit, has written a general introduction, in 
which she traces the history of the craft, and duly 
records the names of the most famous binders of 
Europe. A more fascinating picture-book cannot be 
imagined, for to the charm or colour and design is 
added all the feeling which only a book can impart. 
Such a book as this marks an epoch, and ought to be 
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the beginning of a time when even sale-catalogues 
shall take pains to be splendid. 

When the library of the Baron de Lacarelle came 
to be dispersed at his death a few years ago, the 
auctioneer's catalogue, as issued by Charles Porquet, 
of the Quai Voltaire, made a volume which, wherever* 
it goes, imparts dignity to human endeavour, and con- 
secrates a virtuoso's whim. It was but a small library 
—only 540 books — and to call it well selected would be 
to abuse a term one has learnt to connect with Major 
Ponto’s library in ‘ The Book of Snobs.' ‘ My library’s 
small,* says Ponto, with the most amazing impudence, 

‘ but well selected, my boy, well selected. I have been 
reading the History of England all the morning.’ He 
could not have done this in the Baron’s library. 

As you turn the pages of this glorified catalogue, his 
treasures seem to lie before you — you can almost 
stroke them. A devoted friend, de la Societe des Biblio- 
philes frangais, contributes an ecstatic sketch of the 
Baron\s character, and tells us of him how he em- 
ployed in his hunt after a book infinite artifice, and 
called to his aid all the resources of learned strategy — 

‘ poussant ses approches et manccuvrant, autour de la 
place, avec la prudence et le genie d'un tacticien con- 
somme, si bien que le malheureux libraire, enlace, 
fascine, hypnotise par ce grand charmeur, finissait 
presque toujours par capituler et se rendre.’ This 
great man only believed in one modern binder : 
Trautz. The others did not exist for him. * Cher- 
chez-vous a le convertir ? II restait incorruptible et 
repetait invariablement, avec cet esprit charmant, mais 
un peu railleur, dont il avait le privilege, que s’il etait 
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jamais damn6, son enfer serait de remuer une reliure 
de Cap6 ou de Lortic !’ 

It is all very splendid and costly and grand, yet still 
from time to time, 

‘ From the soul’s subterranean depth upborne,* 

there comes the thought of Charles Lamb amidst ‘ the 
ragged veterans* he loved so well, and then in an 
instant a reaction sets in, and we almost hate this 
sumptuous Baron. ‘ Thomson’s “ Seasons ” again, 
looks best (I maintain it) a little torn and dog*s-eared. 
How beautiful to a genuine lover of reading are the 
sullied leaves and worn-out appearance, nay, the very 
odour (beyond Russia), if we would not forget kind 
feelings in fastidiousness, of an old “ circulating 
library” “Tom Jones” or the “Vicar of Wakefield” !’ 
Thus far, Elia. 

Let us admit that the highest and noblest joys are 
those which are in widest commonalty spread, and 
that accordingly the clay pipe of the artisan is more 
truly emotional than the most marvellous meerschaum 
to be seen in the shop-windows of Vienna — still, the 
collector has his joys and his uses, his triumphant 
moments, his hours of depression, and, if only he 
publishes a catalogue, may be pronounced in small 
type a benefactor of the human race. 



POETS LAUREATE 

A bout forty years ago two ingenious gentlemen, 
Mr. Austin, of Exeter College, and Mr. Ralph, 
a member of the Bar, published a book containing 
short sketches of the lives of Poets Laureate of this 
realm, beginning with Ben Jonson and ending with 
Wordsworth, and also an essay on the Title and 
Office. It has sometimes been rudely said that 
Laureates came into fashion when fools and jesters 
went out, but the perusal of Messrs. Austin and 
Ralph’s introductory essay, to say nothing of the most 
cursory examination of the table of contents of their 
volume, IS enough to disprove the truth of this saying. 

A Laureate was originally a purely University title, 
bestowed upon those Masters of Arts who had ex- 
hibited skill in the manufacture of Latin verses, and 
had nothing to do with the civil authority or royal 
favour. Thus, the famous Skelton (1460-1529) was 
laureated at Oxford, and afterwards obtained per- 
mission to wear his laurel at Cambridge ; but though 
tutor to King- Henry VIII., and, according to Miss 
Strickland, the original corrupter of that monarch, he 
was never a Poet Laureate in the modern sense of the 
word ; that is, he was never appointed to bold the 
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place and quality of Poet Laureate to his Majesty. 
I regret this, for he was a man of original genius. 
Campbell, writing in 1819, admits his ‘ vehemence 
and vivacity,’ but pronounces his humour ‘ vulgar and 
flippant,’ and his style a texture of slang phrases ; but 
Mr. Churton Collins, in 1880, declares that Skelton 
reminds him more of Rabelais than any author in our 
language, and pronounces him one of the most versa- 
tile and essentially original of all our poets. We hold 
with Mr. Collins. 

Skelton was popularly known as a Poet Laureate, 
and in the earliest edition of his poems, which bears 
no date, but is about 1520, he is described on the title- 
page as ‘ Mayster Skelton, Poet Laureate,’ as he also 
is in the first collected edition of 1568, ‘ Pithy pleas- 
aunt and profitable works of Maister Skelton, Poete 
Laureate.’ This title was the University title, and 
not a royal one. 

Spenser is sometimes reckoned amongst the Poets 
Laureate; but, as a matter of fact, he had no right 
to the title at all, nor did he or his publishers ever 
assume it. He is, of course, one of the poetical 
glories of Cambridge, but he was never laureated 
there, nor did Queen Elizabeth ever appoint him her 
poet, though she granted him ;^^5o a year. 

The first Laureate, in the modern sense of the word, 
is undoubtedly Ben Jonson, to whom Charles I. made 
out a patent conferring upon this famous man;^ioo 
a year and ‘a terse of Canary Spanish wine,’ which 
latter benefit the miserable P^e commuted for 
From Jonson to Tennyson there is no breach of con- 
tinuity, for Sir William Davenant, who was appointed 
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in 1638, survived till the Restoration, dying in 1668. 
The list is a curious one, and is just worth printing : 
Jonson, Daveiiant, Dryden, Shadwell, Nahum Tate, 
Rowe, the Rev. Laurence Eusden, Colley Cibber, 
William Whitehead, the Rev. Thomas Warton, Henry 
James Pye, Robert Southey, William Wordsworth, 
Lord Tennyson. 

One must be charitable in these matters. Here are 
fourteen names and four great ones — Jonson, Dryden, 
Wordsworth and Tennyson: two distinguished ones — 
Nicholas Rowe and Robert Southey ;* two clever names 
— Shadwell and Colley Cibber ; two respectable names 
— Tate and Warton ; one interesting name — Davenant ; 
and three unutterable names — Eusden, Whitehead and 
Pye. After all, it is not so very bad. The office was 
offered to Gray, and he refused it. Pope, as a Roman 
Catholic, was out of the question. It would have 
suited Thomson well enough, and have tickled Gold- 
smith's fancy mightily. Collins died too young. 

But Eusden, Whitehead and Pye, how did they 
manage it ? and what in the name of wonder did they 
write ? Eusden was of Irish extraction, but was born 
the son of an English clergyman, and was like most 
poets a Cambridge man. He owed his appointment in 
1718 to the Duke of Newcastle of the period, whose 
favour he had won by a poem addressed to him on the 
occasion of his marriage with the Lady Henrietta 
Godolphin. But he had also qualified for the office by 
verses sacred jto the memory of George I., and in 
praise of George II. 

• Hail, mighty monarch ! whom desert alone 
Would, without birthright, raise up to the throne, 

Thy virtues shine peculiarly nice. 

Ungloomed with a confinity to vice.’ 
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To do Grub Street justice, it was very angry with 
this appointment, and Hesiod Cooke wrote a poem 
called ‘ The Battle of the Poets,’ in which the new 
Laureate was severely but truthfully handled in verse 
not conspicuously better than his own : 

‘ Eusden, a laurelled bard by fortune rais’d, 

By very few been read — by fewer prais’d.’ 

Eusden is the author of ‘ Verses Spoken at the 
Public Commencement in Cambridge,’ published in 
quarto, which are said to be indecent. Our authors 
refer to them as follows ; 

‘ Those prurient lines which we dare not quote, but 
which the curious may see in the library of the British 
Museum, were specially composed and repeated for the 
edification and amusement of some of the noblest and 
fairest of our great-great-grandmothers.’ Eusden took 
to drinking and translating Tasso, and died at his 
living, for he was a parson, of Coningsby in Lincoln- 
shire. 

Of William Whitehead you may read in Campbell’s 
‘ Specimens of the British Poets.’ He was the son of 
a baker, was school-tutor to Lord Lymington, and 
having been treated at Oxford in the shabby way that 
seat of learning has ever treated poets — from Shirley 
to Calverley — proceeded to Cambridge, that true nest 
of singing-birds, where he obtained a Fellowship and 
the post of domestic tutor to the eldest son of the Earl 
of jersey. He was always fond of the theatre, and his 
first effort was a little farce which was ilever published, 
but which tempted him to compose heavy tragedies 
which were. Of these tragedies it would be absurd to 
speak ; they never enjoyed any popularity, either on 
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the stage or in the closet. He owed his appointment 
— which he did not obtain till Gray had refused it — 
entirely to his noble friends. 

Campbell had the courage to reprint a longish poem 
of Whitehead’s called ‘ Variety : a Tale for Married 
People.’ It really is not very, very, bad, but it will 
never be reprinted again ; and so I refer ‘ the curious ' 
to Mr. Campbell’s seventh volume. 

As for Pye, he was a scholar and a gentleman, 
a barrister, a member of Parliament, and a police 
magistrate. On his father’s death he inherited a large 
estate, which he actually sold to pay his parent’s 
debts, though he was under no obligation to do so, as 
in those days a man’s real estate was not liable to pay 
the debts he might chance to leave undischarged at his 
death. To pay a dead man’s debts out of his land was 
to rob his heir. Pye was not famous as a Parliamentary 
orator, but he was not altogether silent, like Gibbon ; 
for we read that in 1788 he told the House that his 
constituents had suffered from a scanty hay-harvest. 
He was appointed Laureate in 1790, and he died in 
1813. He was always made fun of as a poet, and, 
unfortunately for him, there was another poet in the 
House at the same time, called Charles Small Pybus ; 
hence the jest, ‘ Pye et Parvus Pybus,' which was in 
everyone’s mouth. He was a voluminous author and 
ddigent translator, but I do not recollect ever seeing a 
single book of his in a shop, or on a stall, or in a 
catalogue. As* a Poet Great Pye is dead — as dead as 
Parvus Pybus, M.P., but let us all try hard to remember 
that he paid his father’s debts out of his own pocket. 

‘ Only the actions of the just, 

Smell sweet and blossom in their dust.’ 



PARLIAMENTARY CANDIDATES 

T he best time to study at leisure the habits and 
manners of the candidate for Parliament is 
shortly before an anticipated dissolution. Even as 
once in a series of years the astronomer furbishes up 
his telescope and observes the transit of a planet 
across the surface of the sun, so, as a General Election 
approaches, and when, consequently, candidates are 
numerous, the curious observer of human nature in all 
its wayward manifestations hastens to some place 
where experience has taught him candidates will be 
found gathered together. 

No spot is so favourable for an investigation of 
this kind as the scene of a contested by-election which 
takes place when a General Election is at no great 
distance. The investigation cannot with safety be 
postponed until a General Election. Then ail is hurry 
and confusion. There is a fight in every constituency. 
No man can help his neighbour. Everybody is on his 
own war-path. There is, therefore, no concentration 
of candidates. They are scattered up and down the 
land, and so flurried that it is almost impossible to 
observe their humours. To appreciate a candidate 
properly takes time —a great deal of time. But at a 
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by-election shortly before a General Election candi- 
dates are to be found in shoals — genuine candi- 
dates who have all gone through the proud process of 
selection, who enjoy a status peculiarly their own, who 
have a part to play, and play it with spirit. They hurry 
to the contest from afar. With what readiness do they 
proffer their services ! Like sea-birds, they come 
screaming and flapping their wings, and settle down 
at the same hotel, which for days resounds with their 
cheerful cries. This is quite the best place to observe 
them. In the smoking-room at night, after their 
oratorical labours are over, they are very great, very 
proud, very happy. Their talk is of their constituencies, 
as they are pleased to designate the districts which 
have chosen them. They retail the anecdotes with 
which they are wont to convulse their audiences. The 
stories are familiar, but not as they tell them. 

What a contrast do these bright, hopeful creatures 
present to their taciturn, cynical companions ! — sombre 
figures, who sit sucking at their pipes, the actual 
members of Parliament, who, far from flying joyfully to 
the field of battle, as the candidate has just done, have 
been driven there, grunting and grumbling, by the 
angry crack of the party Whips. 

As you listen to the frank, exuberant speech of the 
candidate, recounting the points he has made during 
the day, the conviction he has brought home to the 
waverer, the dilemmas he has thrust upon his opponents, 
the poor show* made by somebody who thought to 
embarrass him by an interruption, and compare it 
with the gloomy aside of the member, who, however 
brave a figure he may have made upon the platform 
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an hour or two before, seems now painfully alive to 
the inherent weakness of his cause, doubtful of 
victory anywhere, certain of defeat where he is, it is 
almost impossible to believe that once upon a time the 
member was himself a candidate. 

Confidence is the badge of the tribe of candidates. 
How it is born, where it is bred, on what it feeds save 
vanity, we cannot tell. Figures cannot shake it. It 
is too majestical to be affected by ridicule. From 
scorn and brutal jest it turns contemptuously away. 
When a collision occurs between the boundless con- 
fidence of the candidate and the bottomless world- 
wearied scepticism of the member, it is interesting to 
note how wholly ineffectual is the latter to disturb, 
even for a moment, the beautifully poised equilibrium 
of the former. 

‘ I always forget the name of the place you are trying 
for,’ I lately overheard a member, during an election 
contest, observe at breakfast-time to a candidate. 

‘The Slowcombe Division of Mudfordshire,’ replied 
the candidate. 

‘ Oh !’ said the member, with a groan, as he savagely 
chipped at his egg ; ‘ 1 thought they had given you 
something better than that.’ 

‘ I wish for nothing better,’ said the candidate ; ‘ I’m 
safe enough.’ 

And so saying, he rose from the table, and, taking 
his hat, went off on to the Parade, where he was soon 
joined by another candidate, and the pair whiled away 
a couple of hours in delightful converse. 

The politics of candidates are fierce things. In this 
respect the British commodity differs materially from 
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the American. Mr, Lowell introduces the American 
candidate as saying : 

‘ Ez to my princerples, I glory 
In hevin’ nothin* o^ the sort. 

I ain’t a Whig, I ain’t a Tory— 

I’m just a Canderdate, in short.’ 

Our candidates — good, excellent fellows that they 
are — are not a bit like Mr. Lowell’s. They have as 
many principles as a fish has bones : their vision is 
clear. The following expressions are constantly on 
their lips : 

‘ I can see no difficulty about it — I have explained 
it all to my people over and over again, and no more 
can they. I and my constituency are entirely at one 
in the matter. I must say our leaders are very dis- 
appointing. My people are getting a little dissatisfied, 
though, of course, I tell them they must not expect 
everything at once, and I think they see that ’ — and so 
on for an hour or two. 

There is nothing a candidate hates more than a 
practical difficulty; he feels discomfited by it. It 
destroys the harmony of his periods, the sweep of his 
generalizations. All such things he dismisses as detail, 
‘ which need not now detain us, gentlemen.’ 

Herein, perhaps, consists the true happiness of the 
candidate. He is the embodied Hope of his party. 
He will grapple with facts — when he becomes one. 
In the meantime he floats about, cheered wherever he 
goes. It is an ^intoxicating life. 

Sometimes when candidates and members meet to- 
gether — not to aid their common cause at a by-election, 
but for the purpose of discussing the prospects of their 
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party — the situation gets a little accentuated. Candi- 
dates have a habit of glaring around them, which is 
distinctly unpleasant ; whilst some members sniff the 
air, as if that were a recognized method of indicating 
the presence of candidates. Altogether, the less candi- 
dates and members see of one another, the better. They 
are antipathetic ; they harm one another. 

The self-satisfaction and hopefulness of the candi- 
date, his noisy torrent of talk ere he is dashed below, 
his untiring enunciation of platitudes and fallacies, his 
abuse of opponents, the weight of whose arm he has 
never felt — all these things, harmless as they are, far 
from displeasing in themselves, deepen the gloom of 
the sitting member, into whose soul the iron of St. 
Stephen’s has entered, relax the tension of his mind, 
unnerve his vigour, corrode his faith; whilst, on the 
other hand, his demeanour and utterances, his brutal 
recognition of failure on his own side, and of merit in 
his opponent’s, are puzzling to the candidate. 

The leaders of parties will do well if they keep 
members and candidates apart. The latter should 
always herd together. 

To do candidates justice, they are far more amusing, 
and much better worth studying, than members. 



THE BONA-FIDE traveller 

T his thirsty gentleman is threatened with extinc- 
tion. His Sabbatical pint is in danger. He 
has been reported against by a Royal Commission. 
Threatened men, I know, live long, and it is not for 
me to laise false alarms, but though the end of the 
hond-fide traveller may be not yet, his glory has departed. 
His more than Sabbath-day journeys in search of the 
liquor that he loves, extended though they are by 
statute over three dreary, dusty miles of turnpike, have 
been ridiculed, and, worse than that, his bona-fide 
charactei hitherto his proud passport to intoxication 
— has been roughly condemned as pleonastic. A pretty 
pleonasm, truly, which has broached many a barrel. 
The Commissioners say, ‘ We think it would be 
advisable to eliminate the words bond fide. No sen- 
sible person could suppose that the Legislature in 
using the word “ traveller ” meant to include persons 
who make a pretence only of being such, and are not 
travellers really and in fact.' At present there are two 
classes of Sunday travellers : there is the real traveller 
and there is the bond fide traveller. It is the latter 
whose existence is menaced. The sooner he dies the 
better, for, in plain English, he is a drunken dog. 
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The Report of the Royal Commission as to the 
operation of the Welsh Sunday Closing Act of i88i 
has been published, and, as the phrase runs, will repay 
perusal. It is full of humanity and details about our 
neighbours, their habits and customs. However true 
it may have been, or still may be, that one half of the 
world does not know how the other half lives, it is a 
libel upon the curiosity of mankind to attribute this 
ignorance to indifference. No facts are more popular 
than those which relate to people’s lives. Could it be 
discovered how many people prefer tea without sugar, 
the return would be printed in every newspaper of 
Great Britain, and be made the text of tens of thou- 
sands of leading articles. We are all alike in this 
respect, though some of us are ashamed to own it. 
We are by no means sure that the man answered 
badly who, when asked which of George Eliot’s 
characters was lodged most firmly in human memories, 
replied boldly, Mrs. Linnet. Everybody remembers 
Mrs. Linnet, and grins broadly at the very mention of 
her name. ‘ On taking up the biography of a celebrated 
preacher, she immediately turned to the end to see what 
disease he died of ; and if his legs swelled as her own 
occasionally did, she felt a stronger interest in ascer- 
taining any earlijer facts in the history of the dropsical 
divine ; whether he had ever fallen off a stage-coach, 
whether he had married more than one wife, and, in 
general, any adventures or repartees recorded of him 
prior to the epoch of his conversion. Then she glanced 
over the letters and diary, and v'herever there was a 
predominance of Zion, the River of Life, and notes of 
exclamation, she turned over to the next page; but 
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any passage in which she saw such promising nouns 
as “ small-pox,” “ pony,” or “ boots and shoes,” at 
once arrested her.’ How inimitable it is ! And 
yet Mr. Oscar Browning prefers ‘ Daniel Deronda.’ 
It is a comforting reflection that whether you write 
well or whether you write ill, you have always an 
audience. 

But Mrs. Linnet’s deep-rooted popularity proves 
how fond we all are of escaping from abstractions and 
predictions, and seizing hold of the things about which 
we really feel ourselves entitled to an opinion. Mrs. 
Linnet would have read a great part of the Report to 
which I have referred with much interest. It is full 
of mosi promising nouns. Mrs. Linnet’s opinion as to 
a bond-fide traveller would be quite as valuable as Lord 
Balfour of Burleigh’s. 

But who is a bond-fide traveller? He is a person 
who seeks drink on Sunday during hours when by law 
public-houses are closed. He has therefore to make 
out a special case for being supplied with drink. The 
fact that he is thirsty counts for nothing. Everybody 
is thirsty on Sunday. His special case is that he is 
not a resident, but a traveller, and wants refreshment 
to enable him to go on travelling. But here the law 
steps in, ‘big-wigged, voluminous-jawed,’ and adds 
this qualification — that nobody shall be considered a 
bond -fide traveller who is not three miles away from 
his last bed. An attorney’s clerk of three months’ 
standing could Rave foretold what has happened 
namely, that everybody who is three miles from home 
becomes at once and ipso facto a bond-fide traveller. 
You rap with your knuckles at the door of the shut inn ; 
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it is partially opened, and the cautious publican or his 
spouse inquires of you where you come from ; you 
name a city of the plain four miles off, and the next 
moment finds you comfortably seated in the bar- 
parlour. Falsely to represent yourself as a botid-fide 
traveller is a misdemeanour, but assuming you are 
three miles away from home, how can such a repre- 
sentation be made falsely ? We are all pilgrims in 
this world. If my sole motive for walking three miles 
on Sunday is to get a pint of beer at the Griffin, doubt- 
less I am not a bona-fide traveller, but if my motive be 
to get both the walk and the beer, who dare asperse 
my good faith ? Should I have taken the walk but 
for the beer, or should I have taken the beer but for 
the walk ? are questions far too nice to be made the 
subject of summary process. 

The Commissioners cannot be accused of shirking 
this difficult question. They brace up their minds to 
it, and deliver themselves as follows. There is, say 
they, in language of almost Scriptural simplicity, first 
the traveller who makes a journey either by railway or 
otherwise, on business or for some other necessary 
cause. His case, in the opinion of the Commissioners, 
is a simple one. He is entitled to drink by the way. 
But next, proceed the Commissioners in language of 
less merit, ‘there is the individual who leaves his 
place of residence in the morning, or it may be later in 
the day, intending to be absent for some hours, inclusive 
perhaps, but not necessarily, of his ifiid-day meal, his 
object being primarily change of air and scene, exer- 
cise, relaxation of some kind, a visit to friends, or 
some reasonable cause other than merely to qualify for 
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entrance into a licensed house.’ This is the mixed- 
motive case already hinted at. Then, thirdly, there is 
the bold bad man ‘ who goes from his home to a point 
not less than three miles distant, either on foot or by 
wheeled vehicle by road or rail, primarily if not solely 
to procure the drink which the Act denies him within 
three miles of where he lodged the previous night.’ 
This gentlemen is the genuine bona-fide traveller known 
to all policemen and magistrates, and it is he who is 
threatened with extinction. But how is he to be 
differentiated from the individual who leaves his place 
of residence in the morning and goes to a place, not in 
search of drink, but where, for all that, drink is ? For 
example, it appears from this Report that near Swansea 
is a place of resort called the Mumbles. A great 
many people go there every Sunday, and a considerable 
number return home drunk at night ; but, say the 
Commissioners, and we entirely believe them, ‘ it is 
impossible for us to say what proportion of them go 
for change and exercise and what proportion for the 
sake of drink.’ But if it be impossible, how is the dis- 
tinction between the individual who leaves his place of 
residence in the morning, and the bold bad man, to be 
maintained ? 

There are those who would abolisn the exemption in 
favour of travellers altogether. Let him who travels 
on Sunday take his liquor with him in a flask. There 
are others who^would allow his glass to the traveller 
who is not on pleasure bent, but would refuse it to 
everybody else. A third party hold that a man who 
takes exercise for his health is as much entitled to 
refreshment as the traveller who goes on business. 
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No one has been found bold enough to say a word for 
the man who travels in order that he may drink. 

The Commissioners, after the wont of such men, 
steer a middle course. They agree with the Rev. Dr. 
Parry, Moderator of the General Assembly of the 
Calvinistic Methodists of Wales, who declared that he 
would not exclude from reasonable refreshment ‘a 
man who goes from his place of residence on Sunday 
to see the country ’! I confess I should like to have 
both Dr. Parry’s and a Welsh collier’s opinion as to 
what is reasonable refreshment. Then, again, ‘ to see 
the country ’ is a vague phrase. 

The Commissioners suggest a new clause, to run as 
follows : 

‘ No person shall be deemed to be within the excep- 
tion relating to travellers unless he proves that he was 
actually engaged in travelling for some purpose other 
than that of obtaining intoxicating liquor, and that he 
has not remained on the licensed premises longer than 
was reasonably required for the transaction of his 
necessary business or for the purpose of necessary 
rest, refreshment, or shelter from the weather.’ 

This is nothing but a repeal of the three-mile limit. 
How is a wayfaring man to prove that he is travelling 
for some purpose other than that of obtaining intoxicat- 
ing liquor ? He can only assert the fact, and unless 
he is a notorious drunkard, both the publican and the 
magistrate are bound to believe him. Were the sug- 
gestion of the Commissioners to be carried out, it 
probably would be found that our old friend the 
bond-Jide traveller could get his liquor and curtail his 
walk. 
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I should like Mrs. Linnet’s opinion ; but failing hers, 
can only express my own, which is that Sunday drink- 
ing is so bad a thing that if it can be stopped it ought 
to be so, even though it were to follow as a consequence 
that no traveller could get drink from Saturday night 
till Monday morning except at the place where he 
spent the night. 



‘HOURS IN A LIBRARY.’ 

I N the face of the proverb about the pavement of 
the way to hell, I am prepared to maintain that 
good intentions are better than bad, and that evil is the 
wretch who is not full of good intentions and holy 
plans at the beginning of each New Year. Time, like 
a fruitful plain, then lies stretched before you; the 
eye rests on tuneful groves, cool meadow-lands, and 
sedgy streams, whither you propose to wander, and 
where you promise yourself many happy, well-spent 
hours. I speak in metaphors, of course — pale-faced 
Londoner that I am — my meadows and streams are 
not marked upon the map : they are (coming at once 
to the point, for this is a generation which is only 
teased by allegory) the old books I mean to read over 
again during the good year of grace 1894. Yonder 
stately grove is Gibbon ; that thicket, Hobbes ; where 
the light glitters on the green surface (it is black mud 
below) is Sterne ; healthful but penetrating winds stir 
Bishop Butler^s pages and make yqiir naked soul 
shiver, as you become more an"^ more convinced, the 
longer you read, that ‘ someone has blundered,’ though 
whether it is you or your Maker remains, like every- 
thing else, unsolved. Each one of us must make out 
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his own list. It were cruelty to prolong mine, though 
it is but begun. 

As a grace before meat, or, if the simile be preferred, 
as the Zakuska or Vorschmack before dinner, let me 
urge upon all to read the three volumes, lately reissued 
and very considerably enlarged, called ‘ Hours in a 
Library,* by Mr. Leslie Stephen. 

Mr. Stephen is a bracing writer. His criticisms are 
no sickly fruit of fond compliance with his authors. 
By no means are they this, but hence their charm. 
There is much pestilent trash now being talked about 
- Ministry of Books,* and the - Sublimity of Art,* and I 
know not what other fine phrases. It almost amounts 
to a religious service conducted before an altar of first 
editions. Mr. Stephen takes no part in such silly 
rites. He remains outside with a pail of cold water. 

- It sometimes strikes readers of books that literature 
is, on the whole, a snare and a delusion. Writers, of 
course, do not generally share that impression ; and on 
the contrary have said a great many fine things about 
the charm of conversing with the choice minds of all 
ages, wuth the innuendo, to use the legal phrase, that 
they themselves modestly demand some place amongst 
the aforesaid choice minds. But at times we are dis- 
posed to retort upon our teachers. “ Are you not,*’ we 
observe, -- exceedingly given to humbug ?** ’ 

Mr. Stephen^ has indeed, by w^ay of preface to his 
own three volumes, collected a goodly number of these 
very fine things, but then he has, with grim humour, 
dubbed them ‘Opinions of Authors,* thus reducing 
them to the familiar level of ‘ Nothing like leather 
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But of course, though Mr. Leslie Stephen, like the 
wise man he is, occasionally hits his idol over the 
costard with a club just to preserve his own independ- 
ence, he is and frankly owns himself to be a bookish 
man from the crown of his head to the sole of his foot. 
He even confesses he loves the country best in books ; 
but then it must be in real country-books and not in 
descriptive poetry, which, says he with Johnsonian 
calmness, is for the most part ‘ intolerably dull.’ 

There is no better living representative of the great 
clan of sensible men and women who delight in read- 
ing for the pleasure it gives them than Mr. Stephen. 
If he is only pleased, it is quite shocking what he will 
put up with, and even loudly commend. 

‘We are indeed told dogmatically that a novelist 
should never indulge in little asides to a reader. Why 
not ? . . . I like to read about Tom Jones or Colonel 
Newcome; but I am also very glad when Fielding or 
Thackeray puts his puppets aside for the moment and 
talks to me in his own person. A child, it is true, 
dislikes to have the illusion broken, and is angry if 
you try to persuade him that Giant Despair was not 
a real personage like his favourite Blunderbore. But 
the attempt to produce such illusions is really un- 
worthy of work intended for full-grown readers.’ 

Puppets indeed ! It is evil and wicked treason 
against our Sovereign Lady, the Art*we serve, to talk 
of puppets. The characters of our living Novelists 
live and move and have an independent being all their 
very own. They are clothed in flesh and blood. They 



‘HOURS IN A LIBRARY’ 


107 


talk and jostle one another. Where, we breathlessly 
inquire, do they do all or any of these fine things ? Ts 
it in the printed page ? Alas ! no. It is only in the 
minds of their Authors, whither we cannot follow them 
even if we would. 

Mr. Stephen has great enthusiasm, which ought to 
reconcile us to his discriminating judgment and occa- 
sional easterly blast. Nobody loves a good book 
better than he. Whether his subject be Nathaniel 
Hawthorne or Daniel De Foe, it is handled cunningly, 
as by a man who knows. But his highest praise is 
his unbought verdict. He is his own man. He is 
dominated by no prevailing taste or fashion. Even 
his affection does not bias him. He yields to none in 
his admiration for the * good Sir Walter,’ yet he writes : 

‘It is a question perhaps whether the firmer parts 
of Scott’s reputation will be sufficiently coherent to 
resist after the removal of the rubbish.’ 

‘ Rubbish.’ It is a harsh word, and might well 
make 1 >ean Stanley and a bygone generation of wor- 
shippers and believers in the plenary inspiration of 
Scott stir uneasily in their graves. It grates upon my 
own ear. But if it is a true word, what then ? Why 
even then it does not matter very much, for when 
Time, that old ravager, has done his very worst, there 
will be enough left of Sir Walter to carry down his 
name and fame to the remotest age. He cannot be 
ejected from his native land. Loch Katrine and Loch 
Leven are not*exposed to criticism, and they will pull 
Sir Walter through. 

Mr. Stephen has another recommendation. Every 
now and again he goes hopelessly wrong. This is 
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most endearing. Must I give instances ? If I must 
I will, but without further note or comment. He is 
wrong in his depreciation of ‘ Wuthering Heights,’ and 
wrong, amazingly wrong, in his unaccountable par- 
tiality for ‘ Henrietta Temple.’ 

The author of ‘ Hours in a Library ’ belongs, it is 
hardly necessary to say, to the class of writers who 
use their steam for the purpose of going straight 
ahead. He is always greatly concerned with his sub- 
ject. If he is out fox-hunting, he comes home with 
the brush, and not with a spray of blackberries ; but 
if, on the other hand, he goes out blackberrying, he 
will return deeply dyed the true tint, and not dragging 
behind him a languishing coil of seaweed. Metaphors 
will, I know, ultimately be my ruin, but in the mean- 
time I hope I make myself reasonably plain. In this 
honest characteristic Mr. Leslie Stephen resembles 
his distinguished brother, Sir James Stephen, who, in 
his admirable ^ Hone Sabbatica' ’ (Macmillan, 3 vols.), 
may be discovered at any time tearing authors into 
little bits and stripping them of their fringe, and then 
presenting to you, in a few masterly pages, the marrow 
of their arguments and the pith of their position. 

Much genuine merriment is, however, almost always 
to be extracted from writers of this kind. Mr. Leslie 
Stephen’s humour, none the worse for belonging to the 
sardonic species, is seldom absent from a page. It 
would be both pleasant and easy to collect a number 
of his epigrams, witty sayings, and huVnorous terms — 
but it is better to leave them where they are. The 
judicious will find them for themselves for many a long 
day to come. The sensible and truthful writers are 
the longest livers. 
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M essrs, harper BROS., of New York, 

have lately printed and published, and Mr. 
Brander Matthews has written, the prettiest possible 
little book, called ‘ Americanisms and Briticisms, with 
other Essays on other Isms.’ To slip it into your 
pocket when first you see it is an almost irresistible 
impulse, and yet — would you believe it ? — this pretty 
little book is in reality a bomb, intended to go off and 
damage British authors by preventing them from being 
so much as quoted in the States. Mr. Brander 
Matthews, however, is so obviously a good-natured 
man, and his little fit of the spleen is so evidently of 
a passing character, that it is really not otherwise than 
agreeable to handle his bombshell gently and to in- 
quire how it could possibly come about that the 
children of one family should ever be invited to fall 
out and strive and fight over their little books and 
papers. 

It is easy to accede something to Mr. Matthews. 
Englishmen ar^ often provoking, and not infrequently 
insolent. The airs they give themselves are ridiculous, 
but nobody really minds them in these moods ; and, 
pey contra^ Americans are not easily laughed out of a 
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good conceit of themselves, and have been known to 
be as disagreeable as they could. 

To try to make ‘ an international affair ’ over the 
‘ u ’ in honour and the second ‘ 1’ in traveller is surely 
a task beneath the dignity of anyone who does not live 
by penning paragraphs for the evening papers, yet 
this is very much what Mr. Matthews attempts to do 
in tnis pleasingly -bound little volume. It is rank 
McKinleyism from one end to the other. ‘ Every 
nation,’ says he, ‘ ought to be able to supply its own 
second-rate books, and to borrow from abroad only 
the best the foreigner has to offer it.’ What invidious 
distinctions ! Who is to prepare the classification ? 
I don’t understand this Tariff at all. If anything of 
the kind were true, which it is not, I should have said 
it was just the other way, and that a nation, if it really 
were one, would best foster its traditions and maintain 
its vitality by consuming its own first-rate books— its 
Shakespeares and Bacons, its Taylors and Miltons, its 
Drydens and Gibbons, its Wordsworths and Tenny- 
sons — whilst it might very well be glad to vary the 
scene a little by borrowing from abroad less vitalizing 
but none the less agreeable wares. 

But the whole notion is preposterous. In Fish and 
Potatoes a ring is possible, but hardly in Ideas. 
What is the good of being educated and laboriously 
acquiring foreign tongues and lingoes — getting to 
know, for instance, what a ‘ freight ’ train is and what 
a bobolink — if I am to be prevented* by a diseased 
patriotism from reading whatever I choose in any 
language I can ? Mr. Matthew’s wrath, or his seem- 
ing wrath — for it is impossible to suppose that he is 
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really angry — grows redder as he proceeds. ‘ It 
cannot,’ he exclaims, ‘ be said too often or too empha- 
tically that the British are foreigners, and their ideals 
in life, in literature, in politics, in taste, in art ’ (why 
not add ‘ in victuals and drink ?’) ‘ are not our ideals.’ 

What rant this is ! Mr. Matthews, however 
frequently and loudly he repeats himself, cannot 
unchain the canons of taste and compel them to 
be domiciled exclusively in America ; nor can he hope 
to persuade the more intelligent of his countrymen to 
sail to the devil in an ark of their own sole construc- 
tion. Artists all the world over are subject to the 
same laws. Nations, however big, are not the arbiters 
of good taste, though they may be excellent exemplars 
of bad. As for Mr. Matthews’ determination to call 
Britons foreigners, that is his matter, but feelings of 
this kind, to do any harm, must be both reciprocal and 
general. The majority of reasonable Englishmen and 
Americans will, except when angry, feel it as hard to 
call one another foreigners, as John Bright once 
declared he would find it hard to shout ‘ bastard ’ after 
the issue of a marriage between a man and his deceased 
wife’s sister. 

There is a portrait of Mr. Matthews at the beginning 
of this book or bomb of his, and he does not look in the 
least like a foreigner. I am sorry to disappoint him, 
but truth will out. The fact is that Mr. Matthews has 
no mind for reciprocity ; he advises Cousin Sam to 
have nothing to do with John Bull’s second-rate 
performances, but he feels a very pardonable pride in 
the fact that John Bull more and more reads his 
cousin’s short stories and other things of the kind. 
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He gives a countrywoman of his. Miss Agnes 
Repplier, quite a scolding for quoting in a little book 
of hers no less than fifteen British authors of very 
varying degrees of merit. Why, in the name of 
common-sense, should she not, if they serve her turn ? 
Was a more ludicrous passage than the following ever 
penned ? It follows immediately after the enumeration 
of the fifteen authors just referred to : 

‘ But there is nothing from Lowell, than whom a 
more quotable writer never lived. In like manner, we 
find Miss Repplier discussing the novels and characters 
of Miss Austen and of Scott, of Dickens, of Thackeray, 
and of George Eliot, but never once referring to the 
novels or characters of Hawthorne. Just how it was 
possible for any clever American woman to write nine 
essays in criticism, rich in references and quotations, 
without once happening on Lowell or on Hawthorne, is 
to me inexplicable.’ 

O Patriotism ! what follies are committed in thy 
name 

The fact is, it is a weak point in certain American 
writers of ‘ the patriotic school,’ to be for ever dragging 
in and puffing the native article, just because it is 
native and for no other reason whatever; as if it 
mattered an atom whether an author whom, whilst 
you are discussing literature, you find it convenient to 
quote was born in Boston, Lincoln, or Boston, 
Massachusetts. One wearies of it indescribably. It 
is always Professor This or Colonel That. If you 
want to quote, quote and let your reader judge your 
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samples ; but do not worry him into rudeness by 
clawing and scraping. 

Here we all are, Heaven knows how many million 
of us, speaking, writing and spelling the English 
language more or less ungrammatically in a world as 
full as it can hold of sorrows and cares, and fustian 
and folly. Literature is a solace and a charm. I 
will not stop for a moment in my headlong course to 
compare it with tobacco ; though if it ever came to the 
vote, mine would be cast for letters. Men and women 
have been born in America, as in Great Britain and 
Ireland, who have written books, poems, and songs 
which have lightened sorrow, eased pain, made child- 
hood fascinating, middle-age endurable, and old age 
comfortable. They will go on being born and doing 
this in both places. What reader cares a snap of his 
finger where the man was cradled who makes him for 
awhile forget himself. Nationality indeed ! It is not 
a question of Puffendorf or Grotius or Wheaton, 
evexi in th.c American edition with Mr. Dana’s notes, 
but of enjoyment, of happiness, out of which we do 
not intend to be fleeced. Let us throw all our books 
into hotch-pot. Who cares about spelling? Milton 
spelt ‘ dog ’ with twog’s. The American Milton, when 
he comes, may spell it with three, while all the world 
wonders, if he is so minded. 

But we are already in hotch-pot. Cooper and 
Irving, Longfellow, Bryant and Poe, Hawthorne, 
Lowell, and Whitman, and living writers by the score 
from the other side of the sea, are indistinguishably 
mixed with our own books and authors. The 
boundaries are hopelessly confused, and it is far too 
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late for Mr. Brander Matthews to come upon the 
scene with chalk and tape, and try to mark us off into 
rival camps. 

There is some girding and gibing, of course. 
Authors and critics cannot help nagging at one 
another. Some affect the grand air, ‘ assume the god,’ 
and attempt to distinguish, as Mr. Matthews himself 
does in this little book of his, ‘between the authors 
who are not to be taken seriously, between the man of 
letters who is somebody and the scribbler who is 
merely, in the French phrase, quelconque, nobody in 
particular.’ Others, again, though leading quiet, 
decent lives, pass themselves off in literature as 
swaggering Bohemians, cut-and-thrust men. When 
these meet there must be blows — pen-and-ink blows, 
as bloodless as a French duel. All the time the 
stream of events flows gigantically along. But to the 
end of all things Man will require to be interested, to 
be taken out of himself, to be amused; and that 
interest, that zest, that amusement, he will find where 
he can — at home or abroad, with alien friends or alien 
enemies : what cares he ? 



AUTHORS AND CRITICS 

A t the gracious Christmas season of the year we 
are reminded by nearly every post of our duty 
towards our neighbours, meaning thereby not merely 
those who live within what Wordsworth, with greater 
familiarity than precision, has defined as ‘an easy 
walk/ but, with few exceptions, mainly of a party 
character, all mankind. The once wide boundaries of 
an Englishman’s sphere of hatred are sorely circum- 
scribed. We are now expected not only to love all 
peoples, which in theory is easy enough, particularly 
if we are nu great travellers, but to read their publica- 
tions in tianslations unverified by affidavit, which in 
practice is very hard. Yet if we do not do it, we are 
Chauvinists, which has a horrid sound. 

Much is now expected of a man. Even in his leisure 
hours, when his feet are on the hob, he must be zealous 
in some cause, say Realism; serious, as he reflects 
upon the interests of literature and the position of 
authors ; and, abpve all and hardest of all, he must be 
sympathetic. Irony he should eschew, and levity, but 
disquisitions on duty are never out of place. 

This disposition of mind, however praiseworthy, 
makes the aspect of things heavy, and yet this is the 
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very moment selected by certain novelists, playwrights, 
and irresponsible persons of that kind, to whom we 
have been long accustomed to look for relaxation, to 
begin prating, not of their duty to please us, but of our 
duty to appreciate them. It appears that we owe a 
duty to our contemporaries who write, which is not 
merely passive, that is, to abstain from slandering 
them, but active, namely, to read and admire them. 

The authors who grumble and explain the merits of 
their own things are not the denizens of Grub Street, 
or those poor neglected souls to one of whom Mr. Alfred 
Austin lately addressed these consolatory words ; 

‘ Friend, be not fretful if the voice of fame, 

Along the narrow way of hurrying men, 

Where unto echo echo shouts again, 

Be all day long not noisy with your name.’ 

No; it is the shouted authors who are most discon- 
tented ; the men who have best availed themselves of 
all the resources of civilization, who belong to syndi- 
cates, employ agents, have a price-current, and know 
what it is to be paid half a dozen times over for the 
same thing. Even the prospect of American copy- 
right and taxing all the intelligence of a reading 
Republic — even this does not satisfy them. They 
want to be classics in their own lifetime, and to be 
spoken and written of as if they were already embalmed 
in the memory of a grateful nation. To speak or write 
lightly of departed genius is offensive, but people who 
have the luck to be alive must not expect to be taken 
quite so seriously. But they do. Everything is taken 
seriously in these grim days, even short stories. There 
is said to be a demand for short stories, begotten 
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amongst many other things, by that reckless parent, 
the Spirit of the Age. There is no such demand. The 
one and only demand poor wearied humanity has ever 
made, or will ever make, of the story-teller, be he as 
long-winded as Richardson or as breathless as Kipling, 
is to be made self-forgetful for a season. Interest me 
somehow, anyhow ; make me mindless of the room I 
am sitting in, of the people about me; soothe me, 
excite me, tickle me, make me better, make me worse ; 
do what you like with me, only make it possible for me 
to keep reading on, and a joy to do so. This is our 
demand. There is nothing unreasonable in it. It is 
matter of experience. Authors have done all this for 
us, and are doing it to-day. It is their trade, and a 
glorious one. 

But the only thing that concerns the reader is the 
book he holds in his hand. He cannot derive inspira- 
tion from any other quarter. To the author the 
characters may be living, he may have lived amongst 
them for m mths ; they may be inexpressibly dear to 
him, and his fine eyes may fill with tears as he thinks 
of Jane or Sarah, but this avails naught to the reader. 
Our authors are too apt to forget this, and to tell us 
what they think of their own figments, and how they 
came to write their books. The imitation of Carlyle 
cannot be generally recommended, but in one respect, 
at all events, his example should be followed. Though 
he made fuss enough whilst he was writing a book, as 
soon as he had ’done with it he never mentioned it 
again. 

This sudden display of nervousness on the part of 
authors is perhaps partly due to their unreasonable 
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confusion of the Reviewers with the Readers. The 
great mass of criticism is delivered vivA voce, and never 
appears in print at all. This spoken criticism is of far 
greater importance than printed criticism. It is re- 
peated again and again, in all sorts of places, on 
hundreds of occasions, and cannot fail to make dints 
in people’s minds, whereas the current printed criti- 
cism of the week runs lightly off the surface. ‘ Press 
notices,’ as they are called, have no longer ‘ boodle ’ in 
them, if I may use a word the genius of Mr. Stevenson 
has already consecrated for all delightful use. The 
pen may, in peaceful times, be mightier than the sword, 
but in this matter of criticism of our contemporaries 
the tongue is mightier than the pen. Authors should 
remember this. 

The volume of unprinted criticism is immense, and 
its force amazing. Lunching last year at a chophouse, 
I was startled to hear a really important oath emerge 
from the lips of a clerkly-looking man who sat oppo- 
site me, and before whom the hurried waiter had 
placed a chump-chop. ‘ Take the thing away,’ cried 
the man with the oath aforesaid, ‘ and bring me a 
loin-chop.’ Then, observing the surprise I could not 
conceal that an occurrence so trifling should have 
evoked an expression so forcible, the man muttered 
half to himself and half to me : ‘ There is nothing I 
hate so much in the wide world as a chump-chop, 
unless indeed it be’ (speaking slowly and thoughtfully) 

' the poetry of Mr. ,’ and here the fellow, unabashed, 

named right out the name of a living poet who, in the 
horrid phrase of the second-hand booksellers, is ‘ much 
esteemed ’ by himself and some others. After this 
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explosion of feeling the conversation between us be- 
came frankly literary, but I contrived to learn in the 
course of it that this chump-chop-hater was a clerk in 
an insurance office, and had never printed a line in his 
life. He was, as sufficiently appears, a whimsical 
fellow, full of strange oaths and stranger prejudice, 
but for criticism of contemporary authors— keen, 
searching, detached, genuine — it would be impossible 
to find his equal in the Press. The man is living yet 
— he was lately seen in Cheapside, elbowing his way 
through the crowd with a masterful air, and so long as 
he lives he criticizes, and, what is more, permeates his 
circle — for he must live somewhere — with his opinions. 
These are your gods, O Authors ! It is these voices 
which swell the real chorus of praise or blame. These 
judges are untainted by hatreds, strangers to jealousy ; 
your vanity, your egotism, your necktie, your anec- 
dotes, do not prevent them from enjoying your books 
or revelling in your humour, be it new or old, for they 
do not know you by sight ; but neither will the praise 
of the A thenaum, or of any newspaper, or the conven- 
tional respect of other authors, save your productions, 
your poem, your novel, your drama, your collected 
trifles, from the shafts of their ridicule or the dust of 
their indifference. 

But do we owe any duty to contemporary authors ? 
Clearly we are at liberty to talk about them and their 
‘ work ’ as much as ever we choose — at dinner-tables, 
in libraries and^;moking-rooms, in railway carriages (if 
we like shouting and do not mind being inaudible), in 
boats, at balls, in Courts of Justice, and other places, 
ejusdcm generis, at Congresses (before, during, and after 
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the speeches), and, indeed, every where and at all times, 
if we are so disposed and can find anybody to listen, 
or even to seem to listen, to us. Of this liberty we 
can never be deprived even by a veto of authors ad hocy 
and, as already stated, the free exercise of it is a far 
more important constituent in the manufacture of 
literary opinion than printed notices of books. 

But though we are just as much entitled to express 
in conversation our delight in, or abhorrence of, a con- 
temporary author as we are to bless or curse the 
weather, it cannot be said to be our duty to do so. No 
adult stands in a fiduciary relationship to another adult 
in the matter of his reading. If we like a book very 
much, it is only natural to say so ; but if we do not 
like it, we may say so or hold our tongues as we choose. 

Suppose one dreamt (gentle reader, remember this 
is nothing but a dream) that there was one woebegone 
creature alive at this moment in this Britain of ours 
who cordially disliked, and shrank from, the poetry of 
Sir Edwin Arnold, Mr. Lewis Morris, and Mr. Alfred 
Austin, who could not away with ‘ Robert Elsrnere,’ 

‘ The Wages of Sin,^ or ‘ Donovan,’ who abhorred the 
writings of Mrs. Lynn Linton, Archdeacon Farrar, 
and Mr. Shorthouse; who hated * Amiel’s JournaV 
* Marie Bashkirtseff,’ and ‘Little Lord Fauntleroy,’ 
who found it easy, and even helpful, to live for six 
months at a time without reading a new novel by Mr. 
Hall Caine or Mr. Black, who failed to respond to the 
careful and often-repeated raptures of those wise critics 
who assured him that the author o.’ ‘ Amos Barton ’ and 
‘ Middlemarch ’ cowers and crouches by the side of 
Mr. Hardy and Mr. Meredith ; who, when he wants 
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to laugh very heartily indeed, does not take down the 

works of But my list is long enough for a dream 

— could you honestly advise that man to run amuck in 
prim against all these powerful and delightful writers ? 
What good could come of it ? The good people who 
like a writer will not like him or her any the less 
because you don’t. Reading is a democratic pursuit, 
else why are children taught it — very badly, no doubt 
— out of the rates ? Sensible men and foolish men 
alike resent being dictated to about their contempor- 
aries. They are willing to learn about the dead, but they 
crave leave to lay their own hands upon the living. 

‘ Who set you up as a judge over us ?’ they cry 
testily, when they are told by a perfect stranger that 
they ought not to like what they do like, and ought to 
like what they go to sleep over. 

Schopenhauer, a man who hated much, in his 
‘ Parerga,’ fervently desires a literary journal which 
‘ should be a dam against the unconscionable scribbling 
of the age, the everlasting deluge of bad and useless 
books.’ 

He proceeds (I am quoting from Mr. Saunders’ 
translation) : 

‘ If there were such a paper as I mean, every bad 
writer, every brainless compiler, every plagiarist from 
others’ books, every hollow and incapable place-hunter, 
every sham philosopher, every vain and languishing 
poetaster, would shudder at the prospect of the pillory 
in which his bad* work would inevitably have to stand 
soon after publication.’ 

It is an animated passage, and reeks of the shambles. 
How awkward for poor so-and-so ! one murmur^ 
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whilst reading. But even were the thing possible, I 
demur to the ferocity. There is no need to be so 
angry. A dishonest and lazy plumber does more harm 
in a week than all the poetasters of the Christian era. 
But the thing is not possible, as the robust sense of 
Schopenhauer made plain to him. He goes on : 

‘ The ideal journal could, to be sure, be written only 
by people W’ho joined incorruptible honesty with rare 
knowledge and still rarer power of judgment, so that, 
perhaps, there could, at the very most, be one, and even 
hardly one^ in the whole country; but there it would 
stand, like a just Areopagus, every member of which 
would have to be elected by all the others.' 

Who, I wonder, would elect the first member 
of this just Ruin ? He would, I suppose, be nominated 
by the subscribers of the necessary capital, and would 
then proceed to gather round him, were his terms 
better than his quarters, the gang we all know so well, 
incorruptible as Robespierre, not quite so learned as 
Selden, and with powers of judgment Avhich can only 
be described as varying. 

It is of course obvious that no journal, be its con- 
tributors who they may, can exercise criminal jurisdic- 
tion over bad or stupid authors. The hue and cry has 
before now been raised at the heels of a popular author, 
but always to the great enrichment of the rascal. The 
reading community owes no allegiance, and pays no 
obedience, to the critical journals, who, if they really 
want to injure an author, and deprive him of his little 
meed of contemporary praise and profit, should leave 
him severely alone. To refer to him is to advertise him. 

The principles of taste, the art of criticism, are not 
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acquired amidst the hurly-burly of living authors and 
the hasty judgments thereupon of hasty critics, but by 
the study, careful and reverential, of the immortal 
dead. In this study the critics are of immense use to 
us. Dryden, Addison, Gray, Coleridge, Lamb, Hazlitt, 
Bagehot, Swinburne, reveal to us their highest critical 
powers not whilst vivisecting a contemporary, but 
when expounding the anatomy of departed greatness. 

Teach me rightly to admire Milton and Keats, and 
I will find my own criticism of living poets. Help me 
to enjoy, however feebly, Homer and Dante, and I 
will promise not to lose my head over Pollok’s ‘ Course 
of Time,’ or Mr. Bailey’s ‘ Festus.’ Fire my enthu- 
siasm for Henry Vaughan and George Herbert, and I 
shall be able to distinguish between the muses of 
Miss Frances Ridley Havergal and of Miss Christina 
Rossetti. Train me to become a citizen of the true 
Republic of Letters, and I shall not be found on my 
knees before false gods, or trooping with the vulgar to 
crown wil^ laurel brazen brows. 

In conclusion, one may say that though authors 
cannot be expected to love their critics, they might do 
well to remember that it is not the critics who print, 
but the reading community whose judgments determine 
an author’s place amongst contemporary writers. It 
may be annoying to be sneered at by an anonymous 
critic in the Saturday Review, but it is quite as bad to 
be sneered at by a stranger in a railway carriage. The 
printed sneer mhy be read by more people than over- 
heard the spoken sneer ; but printed sneers are not 
easily transferred from writer to reader in their original 
malice. One may enjoy a sneer without sneering. 
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Authors may also advantageously remember that we 
live in hurried times, and enjoy scanty leisure for 
reading, and that of necessity the greater fraction of 
that leisure belongs to the dead. Merely a nodding 
acquaintance with Shakespeare is not maintained 
without a considerable expenditure of time. The 
volumes with which every man of ordinary literary 
taste would wish to be familiar can only be numbered 
by thousands. We must therefore be allowed time, 
and there is always plenty. Every good poem, novel, 
play, at once joins and becomes part and parcel of the 
permanent stock of English literature, and some time 
or another will be read and criticized. It is quite safe. 
Every author of spirit repudiates with lofty scorn the 
notion that he writes in obedience to any mandate from 
the public. It is the wretched, degraded politician 
whose talk is of mandates ; authors know nothing of 
mandates, they have missions But if so, they must 
be content to bide their time. If a town does turn out 
to meet a missionary, it is usually not with loud 
applause, but with large stones. 

As for the critics, the majority of them no doubt 
only do what they are told. It is a thousand pities the 
habit of reviewing so many new books in the literary 
papers has become general. It is a trade thing. 
Were a literary paper to have no advertising columns, 
do you suppose it would review half the new books it 
does ? Certainly not. It gets the books, and it gets 
the advertisements, and then it does tHe best it can for 
itself and its readers by distributing the former amongst 
its contributors with the re(juest that they will make as 
lively ‘ copy ’ as they can out of the materials thus 
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provided them. The reviews are written and printed ; 
then begins the wail of the author : My reviewer, says 
he, has not done me justice; his object appears to 
have been, not to show me off, but himself. There is 
no sober exposition of my plan, my purpose, my book, 
but only a parade of the reviewer’s own reading and 
a crackling of his thorns under my pot. The author’s 
complaint is usually just, but he should remember that 
in nine cases out of ten his book calls for no review, 
and certainly would receive none on its merits. The 
review is not written for those who have read or 
intend to read the book, but for a crowd of people who 
do not mean to read it, but who want to be amused or 
interested by a so-called review of it, which must there- 
fore be an independent, substantive literary production. 

What a mercy it would be if the critical journals felt 
themselves free to choose their own subjects, new and 
old, and recognized that it was their duty to help to 
form the taste of their readers, and not merely to pick 
their provender for them or to promote the prosperity 
of publishers, which, as a matter of fact, they can no 
longer do. 

The critics who criticize in print, were they left to 
themselves, would be found praising enthusiastically 
all they found praiseworthy in contemporary effort. 
Even now, when their tempers must be sorely tried by 
the dreary wilderness in which they are compelled to 
sojourn, it is marvellous how quick they are to snuff 
the fresh, blowihg airs of genuine talent. It is slander 
to say that present-day critics are grudging of praise. 
They are far too free with it. Had they less hack- 
work, they might by chance become a little more 
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fastidious; but even if this were so, it would only 
increase their joy, delight, and satisfaction in making 
the discovery that somebody or another — some Steven- 
son, some Barrie, some Kipling — had actually written 
something which was not only in form but in fact a new 
book. 

Fiery souls there would no doubt always be who 
would insist, on occasions, in rushing out to strike the 
shield of some many-editioned living author, and defy 
him to mortal combat. An occasional fray of the 
kind is always an agreeable incident, but a wise editor 
would do his best to control the noble rage of his con- 
tributors, bidding them remember the words of John 
Keats : ‘ The sure way, Bailey, is first to know a man’s 
faults, and then be passive.’ 

The time and space liberated by giving up the so- 
called criticism of bad and insignificant books could be 
devoted to the real criticism of the few living and the 
many dead classics ; and, for one does occasionally get 
a little weary of the grand style, with arguments and 
discussions about smaller folk. If basting there must 
be, let it be the basting of the brainless compilers, the 
plagiarists, the sham philosophers, and the languishing 
poetasters of the past. Dead donkeys are far more 
amusing than living ones, and make much better texts 
for fierce critics that men with wives and children 
dependent upon them. The vagaries of great authors 
have often done harm in their generation ; the follies of 
small ones, including the supreme and most visible of 
all their follies, that of thinking themselves great, have 
never harmed a human creature. 
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A LECTURE 

I T is difficult to describe mankind either in a book 
or in a breath, and none but the most determined 
of philosophers or the most desperate of cynics have 
attempted to do so, either in one way or the other. 
Neither the philosophers nor the cynics can be said 
to have succeeded. The descriptions of the former 
are not recognizable, and therefore, as descriptions at 
all events, whatever may be their other merits, must 
be pronounced failures ; whilst those of the cynics 
describe soineihing which bears to ordinary human 
nature only the same sort of resemblance that chemi- 
cally polluted waters bear to the stream as it flows 
higher up than the source of contamination, which in 
this case is the cynic himself. 

But though it is hard to describe mankind, it is easy 
to distinguish between people. You may do this in 
a great many different ways : for example, and to 
approach my subject, there are those who can read 
Richardson’s novels, and those who cannot. The 
inevitable third-class passenger, no doubt, presents 
himself and clamours for a ticket : I mean the man 
or woman who has never tried. But even a lecturer 
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should have courage, and I say boldly that I provide 
no accommodation for that person to-night. If he 
feels aggrieved, let him seek his remedy — elsewhere. 

Mr. Samuel Richardson, of Salisbury Court, Fleet 
Street, printer, was, if you have only an eye for the 
outside, a humdrum person enough. Witlings, writing 
about him in the magazines, have often, out of con- 
sideration for their pretty little styles, and in order to 
avoid the too frequent repetition of his highly respect- 
able if unromantic name, found it convenient to dub 
him the ‘ little printer.' 

He undoubtedly was short of stature, and, in later 
life, obese in figure, but had he stood seven feet high 
in his stockings, these people would never have called 
him the ‘ big printer.’ Richardson has always been 
exposed to a strong under current of ridicule. I have 
known people to smile at the mention of his name, as 
if he were a sort of man-milliner — or, did the thing 
exist, as some day it may do, a male nursery governess. 
It is at first difficult to account for this strange colour- 
ing of the bubble reputation. Richardson’s life, 
admirable as is Mrs. Barbauld’s sketch, cannot be 
said to have been written ; his letters — those, I mean, 
he wrote in his own name, not the nineteen volumes 
he made his characters write — have not been reprinted 
for more than eighty years. He of all men might be 
suffered to live only in his works, and when we turn to 
those works, what do we find ? ‘ Pan.jla ’ and ‘ Clarissa ’ 
are both terribly realistic ; they contain passages of 
horror, and are in parts profoundly pathetic, whilst 
‘ Clarissa ’ is desperately courageous. Fielding, with all 
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his swagger and bounce, gold lace and strong language, 
has no more of the boldness than he has of the 
t ublimity of the historian of Clarissa Harlowe. But 
these qualities avail poor Richardson nothing. The 
taint of afternoon tea still clings to him. The facts — 
the harmless, nay, I will say the attractive, facts — that 
he preferred the society of ladies to that of his own 
sex, and liked to be surrounded by these, surely not 
strange creatures, in his gardens and grottos, first at 
North End, Hammersmith, and afterwards at Parson’s 
Green, are still remembered against him. Life is 
indeed full of pitfalls, if estimates of a man’s genius 
are to be formed by the garden-parties he gave, and 
the tea he consumed a century and a quarter ago. 
The real truth I believe to be this : we are annoyed 
with Richardson because he violates a tradition. The 
proper place for an eighteenth -century novelist was 
either the pot or the sponging-house. He ought to 
be either disguised in liquor or confined for debt. 
Richardson was never the one or the other. Let us 
see how this works : take Dr. Johnson ; we all know 
how to describe him. He is our great moralist, the 
sturdy, the severe, the pious, the man who, as Carlyle 
puts it in his striking way, worshipped at St. Clement 
Danes in the era of Voltaire, or, as he again puts it, 
was our real primate, the true spiritual edifier and 
soul’s teacher of all England. Well, here is one of 
his reminiscences : ‘ I remember writing to Richardson 
‘from a sponging; -house, .and was so sure of my 
‘deliverance through his kindness and liberality, that 
‘ before his reply was brought I knew I could afford 
'• to joke with the rascal who had me in custody, and 
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‘ did so over a pint of adulterated wine for which at 
‘ that moment I had no money to pay.’ 

Now, there we have the true, warm-hearted literary 
tradition of the eighteenth century. It is very 
amusing, it is full of good feeling and fellowship, 
but the morality of the transaction from the great 
moralist’s point of view is surely, like his linen, a 
trifle dingy. The soul’s teacher of all England, laid 
by the heels in a sponging-house, and cracking jokes 
with a sheriff s officer over a pint of wine on the 
chance of another man paying for it, is a situation 
which calls for explanation. It is not my place to 
give it. It could, I think, easily be given. Dr. John- 
son was, in my judgment, all Carlyle declared him 
to be, and to have been called upon to set him free 
was to be proudly privileged, and, after all, why make 
such a fuss about trifles ? The debt and costs to- 
gether only amounted to i8s., so that the six 
guineas Richardson promptly sent more than sufficed 
to get our ‘ real primate ’ out of prison, and to pay for 
the pint. All I feel concerned to say here is, that the 
praise of this anecdote belongs to the little printer, 
and not to the great lexicographer. The hero of the 
parable of the Good Samaritan is the Good Samaritan 
himself, and not the unfortunate, and therefore prob- 
ably foolish, traveller who must needs fall amongst 
thieves. 

But if you violate traditions, and disturb people’s 
notions as to what it is becoming f jr you to be, to do, 
or to suffer, you have to pay for it. An eighteenth- 
century novelist who first made a fortune by honest 
labour and the practice of frugality, and wrote his 
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novels afterwards ; who was fond of the society of 
ladies, and a vegetarian in later life ; who divided his 
time between his shop and his villa, and became in 
due course master of a city company, is not what we 
have a right to expect, and makes a figure which 
strongly contrasts with that of Richardson’s great 
contemporary, the entirely manly Henry Fielding, 
whose very name rings in the true tradition ; whilst 
as for his books, to take up ‘Tom Jones’ is like re- 
entering in middle life your old college rooms, where, 
so at least Dr. Holmes assures us, 

‘ You feel the old convivial glow (unaided) o’er you stealing. 

The warm, champagny, old-particular brandy-punchy feeling. 

It may safely be said of Richardson that, after 
attaining to independence, he did more good every 
week of his life — for he was a wise and most charit- 
able man — than Fielding was ever able to do through- 
out the whole* of his ; but this cannot alter the case, 
or excuse a violated tradition. 

The position, therefore, of Richardson in our litera- 
ture is that of a great Nonconformist. He was not 
manufactured according to any established process. 
If I may employ a metaphor borrowed from his own 
most honourable craft, he was set up in a new kind 
of type. He was born in i68g in a Derbyshire village, 
the name of which, for some undiscovered reason, he 
would never tell. The son of poor parents — his father 
was a joiner — he had never any but a village school 
education, nor did he in later life worry much about 
learning, or seek, as so many printers have done, to 
acquire foreign tongues. At fourteen years of age he 
was bound apprentice to a printer in Aldersgate Street, 
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and for seven years toiled after a fashion which would 
certainly nowadays be forbidden by Act of Parliament, 
were there the least likelihood of anybody either de- 
manding or performing drudgery so severe. When 
out of his apprenticeship, he worked for eight years 
as a compositor, reader, and overseer, and then, marry- 
ing his late master^s daughter, set up for himself, and 
slowly but steadily grew prosperous and respected. 
His first wife dying, he married again, the daughter 
of a bookseller of Bath. At the age of fifty he pub- 
lished his first novel, ‘ Pamela.’ John Bunyan’s life 
was not more unlike an Archbishop of Canterbury^s 
than was Richardson’s unlike the life of an ordinary 
English novelist of his period. 

This simile to Nonconformity also holds good a 
little when we seek to ascertain the ambit of Richard- 
son’s popularity. To do this we must take wide views. 
We must not confine our attention to what may be 
called the high and dry school of literary orthodoxy. 
There, no doubt, Richardson has his admirers, just as 
Spurgeon’s sermons have been seen peeping out from 
under a heap of archidiaconal, and even episcopal 
Charges, although the seat of Spurgeon’s popularity 
is not in bishops’ palaces, but in shop parlours. I do 
not mean by this that Richardson is now a popular 
novelist, for the fact, I suppose, is otherwise ; but I 
mean that to take the measure of his popularity you 
must look over the wide world and "^ot merely at the 
clans and the cliques, the noble army of writers and 
the ever lessening body of readers, who together con- 
stitute what are called literary circles. Of Richard- 
son’s great fame on the Continent, it will be time 
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enough to speak in a few minutes ; for the moment 
I will stop at home. Mr. Leslie Stephen, who has 
be.'in called to be editor of our first really great 
Dictionary of National Biography, and has in that 
capacity to sit like a coroner’s jury upon every dead 
author, and to decide whether his exploits are to be 
squeezed into one miserable paragraph, or may be 
allowed proudly to expand over a page — he, I say, 
pronounces ‘ Pamela ’ to be neither moral nor amusing. 
Poor Pamela, who through two mortal volumes thinks 
of nothing but her virtue and how to get married 
according to law ! to be thus dismissed by her most 
recent, most distinguished editor ! But, I repeat, we 
must take wide views. VVe must not be content with 
the verdict of the university ; we must seek that of 
the kitchen : nor is the distance ever great between 
these institutions. Two months ago a cook in a 
family of my acquaintance, one Saturday evening, 
when like old Kaspar her work was done, suddenly 
bethought herself of ‘ Pamela,’ a book she had not 
read since girlhood. Rest was impossible — get it 
forthwith she must. The housemaid proffered her 
‘ The Heir of RedclyfTe,' and the kitchen-maid, a 
somewhat oppressed damsel, timidly produced ‘ Gates 
Ajar.’ The cook was not to be trifled with after any 
such feeble fashion. The spell of ‘ Pamela* was upon 
her, and out she sallied, arrayed in her majesty, to 
gratify her soul’s desire. Had she been a victim of 
what is called** Higher Education of Women,* and 
therefore in the habit of frequenting orthodox book- 
shops, she would doubtless have found the quest at 
so late an hour as hopeless as that of the Holy Grail ; 
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but she was not that sort of person, and the shop she 
had in her mind, and whither she straightway bent 
her steps, was a small stationer’s where are vended 
Family Heralds and ‘ Ballads ’ and ‘ Pamelas ’ ; for the 
latter, in cheap sixpenny guise — and I hope complete, 
but for this I cannot vouch — is a book which is con- 
stantly reprinted for sale amongst the poor. The 
cook, having secured her prize, returned home in 
triumph, nor was a dinner worthy of the name to be 
had until Pamela’s virtue was rewarded, which, as 
you doubtless remember, it only was when her master 
brings her a licence and presses for a day. She 
desires it may be on a Thursday, and gives her 
reasons. He rallies her agreeably on that head. 
The Thursday following is fixed upon. She reflects 
seriously on the near prospect of her important change 
of condition, and is diffident of her own worthiness, 
and prays for humility that her new condition may not 
be a snare to her, and makes up her mind how to behave 
herself to the servants, she herself having been one. 

There are well-authenticated instances of the 
extraordinary power ‘ Pamela ’ possesses of affecting 
those who are not much in the habit of reading. 
There is a story of its being read aloud by a blacksmith 
round his anvil night after night, to a band of eager 
rustics, all dreadfully anxious good Mr. Richardson 
would only move on a little faster, and yet unwilling to 
miss a single one of poor Pamela’s misadventures ; 
and of their greeting by hearty rounds o*f British cheers 
the happy issue out of her afflictions Inat awaits her, 
namely, her marriage with the cause of every one of 
them. 
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There are living writers who have written some 
admirable novels, and I have known people to be glad 
when they were finished, but never to the pitch of 
three times three. 

I am not, of course, recommending anyone to read 
‘ Pamela*; to do so would be an impertinence. You 
have all done so, or tried to do so. ‘ I do not remember,* 
says Charles Lamb, ‘ a more whimsical surprise than 
‘having been once detected by a familiar damsel, 
‘ reclining at my ease upon the grass on Primrose Hill, 
‘ reading Pamela. There was nothing in the book to 
‘ make a man seriously ashamed at the exposure ; but as 
‘ she seated herself down by me, and seemed determined 
‘ to read in company, I could have wished it had been 
‘ — any other book. We read on very socially for a few 
‘ pages ; and not finding the author much to her 
‘ taste, she got up and went away. Gentle casuist, I 
‘ leave it to thee to conjecture whether the blush (for 
‘ there was one between us) was the property of the 
‘ nymph or the swain in the dilemma. From me you 
‘ shall never learn the secret.** 

Miss Pamela Andrews was, to tell the truth, a vulgar 
young person. There is nothing heroic or romantic 
about her ; she has not a touch or a trace of the moral 
sublimity of Jeannie Deans, who, though of the same 
rank of life, belonged to another country and had had 
an entirely different up-bringing. What a reply was 
that of Jeannie’s to the Rev. Mr. Staunton, George 
Robertson*s father, when he, entirely misapprehending 
the purport of her famous journey, lets her perceive 
that he fancies she is plotting for her own marriage 


* ‘ Last Essays of Elia.’ 
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with his son. Says the father to the son : ‘ Perhaps 
‘ you intend to fill up the cup of disobedience and 
‘ profligacy by forming a low and disgraceful marriage ; 
‘ but let me bid you beware.* ‘ If you were feared for 
‘ sic a thing happening with me, sir,* said Jeannie, ‘ I 
‘ can only say that not for all the land that lies between 
‘ the twa ends of the rainbow wad I be the woman 
* that should wed your son.’ ‘ There is something 
‘ very singular in all this,’ said the elder Staunton ; 
and so Pamela would have thought. She, honest 
girl that she was, was always ready to marry anybody’s 
son, only she must have the marriage lines to keep in 
her desk and show to her dear parents. 

The book’s origin ought not to be overlooked. Some 
London booksellers, knowing Mr. Richardson to be a 
grave man of decorous life, and with a talent for 
moralizing, desired him to write a series of familiar 
letters on the behaviour of young women going out to 
service for the first time ; they never intended a novel : 
they wanted a manual of conduct — that conduct which, 
according to a precise Arithmetician, is three-fourths, or 
some other fraction, of human life. It was in this spirit 
that Richardson sat down to write ‘ Pamela ’ and make 
himself famous. He had a facile pen, and the book, as it 
grew under his hand, outstripped its design, but never 
lost sight of it. It was intended for Pamelas, and is 
bourgeois to the very last degree. The language is simple, 
but its simplicity is not the noble, soul-stirring simplicity 
of Bunyan, nor is it the manly simplicity of Cobbett, or 
Hugh Miller : it is the ignoble, and, at times, almost 
the'odious, simplicity of a merely uncultured life. It 
abounds in vulgar phrases and vulgar thoughts ; still, 
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it reflects powerfully the scenes it portrays, and you 
feel as you read a fine affinity between the communicat- 
ing medium, the language, and the thing communicated, 
the story. When people said, in the flush of their first 
enthusiasm, as they did say, that there were but two 
good books in the world, the Bible, and ‘ Pamela,’ this 
is what, perhaps unconsciously, they were thinking of ; 
otherwise they were talking nonsense. Pamela spoke 
a language still understood of many, and if she was not 
romantic or high flown, there are others like her. We 
are always well pleased, and it is perhaps lucky for the 
majority of novelists that it should be so, to read 
about people who do not in the least bit resemble us ; 
still, anyone who describes us as we are, ‘ strikes the 
‘ electric chain wherewith we are darkly bound,’ and 
makes humanity quiver right down the centuries. 
Pamela was a vulgar little thing, and saucy withal : 
her notions of honour and dishonour were neither lofty 
nor profound ; but she had them, and stuck to them in 
perilous paths along which the defenceless of her sex 
are too often called to tread ; and when finally her 
virtue is rewarded, and she is driven off in a chariot 
drawn by the four long-tailed mares upon whom she 
had been cruelly twitted for setting her affections, 
I for one am (juite prepared to join with the rustics 
round the blacksmith’s anvil in loud cheers for 
Pamela. 

Ten years aft§r ‘Pamela’ came ‘Clarissa.’ It is 
not too much to say that not only Great Britain and 
Ireland (the latter country not yet deprived of her 
liberties by the Act of Union, and therefore in a posi- 
tion to pirate popular authors, after the agreeable 
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fashion of our American cousins but also France, 
Germany, and Holland, simply gulped ‘ Clarissa ’ down ; 
and she was in seven volumes. It was a kind of gospel, 
something good and something new. Its author was a 
stout tradesman of sixty, but he was not in the very 
least degree what is now called — perhaps to the point 
of nausea — a Philistine. By a Philistine I suppose we 
must understand someone who lives and moves and has 
his being in the realm of ordinary stock conventional 
ideas — a man who is as blind to the future as he is deaf 
to the past. For example, that Dr. Drummond, Arch- 
bishop of York, who just about this very time told the 
Rev. Mr. Conyers, one of his clergy, ‘ that he would 
‘ be better employed preaching the morality of Socrates 
* than canting about the New Birth,’ was a Philistine 
— I doubt not a very amiable one, but, being a Philis- 
tine, he had no chance of recognizing what this nascent 
methodism was, and as for dreaming what it might 
become — had he been capable of this - he would not 
have been a Philistine or, probably. Archbishop of 
York! 

Richardson, on the other hand, had his quiver full 
of new ideas ; he had his face to the east ; he was no 
mere inheritor, he was a progenitor. He is, in short, 
as has been often said, our Rousseau ; his characters 
w'ere not stock characters. Think of Fielding’s charac- 
ters, his Tom Joneses and Booths, his Amelias and 
Sophias. They are stage properties as old as the Plan- 
tagenets. They are quite unidea’d. if I may use a word 
which, as applied to girls, has the authority of Dr. 
Johnson. Fielding’s men are either good fellows with 

* Since abandoned. 
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large appetites, which they gratify openly, or sneaks 
with equally large appetites, which they gratify on the 
sly, whilst the characters of his women are made to 
hinge solely upon their willingness or unwillingness to 
turn a b'ind eye. If they are ready to do this, they are 
angels ; Sophia comes upon the stage in a chapter 
headed ‘ A short hint of what we can do in the sublime, 

‘ and a description of Miss Sophia Western.’ Poor 
neglected Amelia, whenever she is forgiving her hus- 
band, is described as ‘ all one blaze of beauty but if 
they are not willing to play this role, why then they are 
unsexed and held up to the ridicule and reprobation of 
all good fellows and pretty women. This sort of thing 
was abhorre )t to the soul of the little printer ; he hated 
Fielding’s boisterous drunkards with an entire hatred. 
I believe he would have hated them almost as much if 
Fielding had not been a rival of his fame. He said he 
was not able to read any more than the first volume of 
‘ Amelia,’ and as for ‘ Tom Jones,’ in the year 1750, he 
was audacious enough to say that its run was over. 
Regarded merely as writers, there can, I suppose, be 
no real rivalry between Fielding and Richardson. The 
superiority of Fielding is apparent on every page. 
Wit, good-humour, a superb lusty style which carries 
you along like a pair of horses over a level moorland 
road, incidents, adventures, inns, and all the glory of 
motion, high spirits, huge appetites, pretty women — 
what a catalogue it makes ; of things no doubt smack- 
ing of this world* and the kingdom thereof, but none 
the less delightful on that account ! No wonder ‘ Tom 
Jones’ is still running; where, I should like to know, 
is the man bold enough to stop him ? But for all this, 
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Richardson was the more remarkable and really inter- 
esting man of the two ; and for the reason that he was 
the evangel of the new sentimentalism, that word which 
so puzzled one of his most charming correspondents, 
that she wrote to ask him what it meant — this new 
word sentimental which was just beginning to be in 
everybody’s mouth. We have heard a good deal of 
it since. 

‘ Clarissa Harlowe ’ has a place not merely amongst 
English novels, but amongst English women. 

It was a new thing for a woman to be described as 
being not only in herself but by herself commendable 
and altogether lovely, as triumphing in her own right 
over the cruelest dishonour, and rejecting, with a noble 
scorn new to literature, the hand in marriage of the 
villain who had done her wrong. The book opened 
the flood-gates of human tears. The waters covered 
the earth. We cannot weep as they used to do in ‘ the 

* brave days of old.’ 

Listen to the wife of a Lancashire baronet : ‘ I verily 
‘ believe I have shed a pint of tears, my heart is still 
‘ bursting though they cease not to flow at this moment, 
‘ nor will I fear for some time. . . . Had you seen me 
‘ I surely should have moved your pity. When alone 

* in agonies would I lay down the book, take it up again, 

‘ walk about the room, let fall a flood of tears, wipe my 
‘ eyes, read again, perhaps not three lines, throw away 
‘ the book, crying out : “ Excuse me, good Mr, Richard- 
‘ “ son, I cannot go on ; it is your faiSlt, you have done 
‘ “ more than I can bear threw myself upon my couch 
‘ to compose ; again I read, again I acted the same 

* part, sometimes agreeably interrupted by my deaf 
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‘ man, who was at that time labouring through the 
‘ sixth volume with a heart capable of impressions 
‘ equal to my own — tho’ the effects shown in a more 
‘ justifiable manner — which I believe may be compared 
‘ to what Mr. Belfort felt when he found the beauteous 
‘ sufferer in her prison-room. Something rose in my 
‘ throat, I knew not what, which made me guggle as it 
‘ were for speech.’ 

Nor did the men escape ; a most grave and learned 
man writes : 

‘ That “ Pamela ” and “ Clarissa ” have again 
‘ “ obtained the honour of my perusal,” do you say, 
‘ my dear Mr. Richardson ? I assure you I think it 
‘ an honour to be able to say I have read, and as long 
‘ as 1 have eyes will read, all your three most excel- 
‘ lent pieces at least once a year, that I am capable of 
‘ doing it with increasing pleasure which is perpetually 
‘ doubled by the reflection, that this good man, this 
‘ charming author, is my friend. I have been this day 
‘ weeping over the seventh volume of “ Clarissa ” as 
‘ if 1 had attended her dying bed and assisted at her 
‘ funeral procession. Oh, may my latter end be like 
‘ hers !’ 

It is no wonder the author of ‘Clarissa’ had soon 
a great correspondence with ladies, married and single, 
young and old, virtuous and the reverse. Had he not 
written seven volumes, all about a girl ? had he not 
made her beautiful, wise and witty, and learned withal ? 
had he not depicted with extraordinary skill the char- 
acter of the fascinating — the hitherto resistless Love- 
lace, who, though accomplishing Clarissa’s ruin, does 
thereby but establish her triumph and confound 
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himself ? It is no doubt unhappily the case that far 
too many of Richardson’s fair correspondents lacked 
the splendid courage of their master, and to his infinite 
annoyance fell in love with his arch-scamp, and prayed 
his creator that Lovelace might first be led to see the 
error of his ways, and then to the altar with the divine 
Clarissa. But the heroic printer was adamant to their 
cries, and he was right if ever man was. As well 
might ‘King Lear’ end happily as ‘Clarissa Harlowe.’ 

The seven volumes caused immense talk and dis- 
cussion, and it was all Clarissa, Clarissa, Clarissa, 
Sophia Western was, as we have seen, a comely girl 
enough, but she was as much like Clarissa as a ship 
in dock is like a ship at sea and on fire. What can 
you find to say of her, or to her ?* When you have 
dug Tom Jones in the ribs, and called him a lucky 
dog, and wished her happy, you turn away with a 
yawn ; but Clarissa is superb. Do you remember 
Thackeray’s account in the ‘ Roundabout Papers ’ of 
Macaulay’s rhapsody in the Athenaeum Club ? ‘ I 

‘spoke to him once about “Clarissa.” “Not read 
‘“‘Clarissa?’” he cried out. “If you have once 
‘ “ thoroughly entered on ‘ Clarissa ’ and are infected 
‘ “ by it, you can’t leave off. When I was in India 
‘ “ I passed one hot season at the hills, and there were 
‘ “ the governor-general, the secretary of government, 
‘“the commander -in -chief, and their wives. I had 
‘ “ ‘ Clarissa ’ with me, and as soon as they began to 

• 

• Richardson in a letter says this of her, ‘ the weak, the 
insipid, the runaway, the inn-frequenting Sophia;’ and calls 
her lover ‘her illegitimate Tom.’ But nobody else need say 
this of Sophia ; and as for Tom, he was declared to be a 
foundling from the first. 
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‘ “ read the whole station was in a passion of excite- 
‘ “ ment about Miss Harlowe and her misfortunes, and 
‘ “ her scoundrelly Lovelace. The governor’s wife 
‘ seized the book, and the secretary waited for it, 

* “ and the chief justice could not read it for tears.’* 

* He acted the whole scene, he paced up and down the 
‘ Athenaeum Library, I dare say he could have 
‘ spyoken pages of the book, of that book, and of what 
‘ countless piles of others.’ 

I must be permitted to observe that lawyers have 
been great Richardsonians. The Rev. Mr. Loftus, 
writing to our author from Ireland, says : ‘ 1 will tell 
‘ you a story about your sweet girl Pamela. Our late 
‘ lord chancellor,* who was a man more remarkable 
‘ for the goodness of his heart than even for the 
‘ abilities of his head, which were of the most exalted 
‘ kind, was so struck with her history that he sat up 
‘ reading it the whole night, although it was then the 
‘ middle of term, and declared to his family he could 
‘ not find it in his heart to quit his book, nor imagined 
‘ it to be so late by many hours.* 

The eminent Sergeant Hill, though averse to litera- 
ture, used to set Clarissa’s will before his pupils, and 
bid them determine how many of its uses and trusts 
could be supported in court, I am sorry to have 
to add that in the learned sergeant’s opinion poor 
Clarissa, in addition to all her other misfortunes, died 
intestate. 

All this commotion and excitement and Clarissa- 
worship meant that something was brewing, and that 
good Mr. Richardson, with his fat round face flushed 
* Jocelyn, founder of the Roden peerage. 


10 
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with the fire, had his ladle in the pan and was busy 
stirring it about. What is called the correspondence 
of Samuel Richardson, which was edited by that 
admirable woman, Mrs. Barbauld, and published in 
six volumes in 1804, is mostly made up, not of letters 
from, but to, the author of ‘ Clarissa.’ All the more 
effectually on that account does it let us into the 
manufactory of his mind. The letters a man recei^'os 
are perhaps more significant of his real character than 
those he writes. People did not write to Mr. Richard- 
son about themselves or about their business, or about 
literature, unless it were to say they did not like ‘Tom 
Jones,’ or about politics, or other sports, but they 
wrote to him about himself and his ideas, his good 
woman, Clarissa, his good man, Sir Charles, and the 
true relation between the sexes. They are immense 
fun, these letters, but they ought also to be taken 
seriously ; Mr. Richardson took them as seriously as 
he always took himself. There was, perhaps, only 
one subject Richardson regarded as of equal import- 
ance with himself, and that was the position of 
woman. This is why he hated Fielding, the trium- 
phant orthodox Fielding, to whom man was a rollicking 
sinner, and woman a loving slave. He pondered on 
this subject, until the anger within him imparts to his 
style a virility and piquancy not usually belonging to 
it. The satire in the following extract from a letter 
he wrote to the good lady who shed a pint of tears 
over ‘ Clarissa ’ is pungent : ‘ Man is an animal that 
‘ must bustle in the world, go abroad, converse, fight 
‘ battles, encounter other dangers of seas, winds, and 
‘ I know not what, in order to protect, provide for. 
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‘ maintain in ease and plenty, women. Bravery, anger, 

‘ fierceness are made familiar to them. They buffet 
‘ and are buffeted by the world ; are impatient and 
‘ uncontrollable ; they talk of honour, run their heads 
‘ against stone walls to make good their pretensions 
‘ to it, and often quarrel with one another and fight 
‘ duels upon any other silly thing that happens to 
‘ r»i£e their choler — their shadows, if you please ; 

‘ while women are meek, passive, good creatures, who 
‘ used to stay at home, set their maids at work, and 
‘ formerly themselves, get their houses in order to 
‘ receive, comfort, oblige, give joy to their fierce, 
* fighting, bustling, active protectors, providers, main- 
‘ tainers, divert him with pretty pug’s tricks, tell him 
‘ soft tales of love, and of who and who’s together, 
‘ what has been done in his absence, bring to him 
‘ little master, so like his own dear papa, and little 
‘ pretty miss, a soft, sweei, smiling soul, with her 
‘ sampler in her hand, so like what her meek mamma 
‘ was at her years.’ 

You cannot, indeed, lay hold of many specific things 
which Richardson advocated. Ignorant of the classics 
himself, he was by no means disposed to advocate the 
teaching of them to women. Clarissa, indeed, knew 
Latin, but Harriet Byron did not. The second 
Mrs. Richardson was just a little bit too much for her 
husband, and he was consequently led to hold what 
may be called ‘ high doctrine ’ as to the duty of wives 
obeying their husbands. Though never was man less 
of a revolutionary than Richardson, still he was on 
the side of the revolution. He had an ethical system 
different from that which stood ’oeside him. This did 
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not escape the notice of a keen-witted contemporary, 
the great Smollett, whose own Roderick Randoms and 
Peregrine Pickles are such unmitigated, high-coloured 
ruffians as to induce Sir Walter Scott to call him the 
Rubens of fiction, but who none the less had an eye 
for the future ; he in his history speaks in terms of 
high admiration of the sublime code of ethics of the 
author of ‘ Clarissa.’ Richardson was fierce agal’Sfi't 
duelling, and also against corporal punishment. He 
had the courage to deplore the evil effects produced 
by the works of Homer, ‘ that fierce, fighting “ Iliad,” ' 
as he called it. We may be sure his children were 
never allowed to play with tin soldiers, at least, not 
with their father’s consent. 

Having written ‘ Clarissa,’ it became inevitable 
that Richardson should proceed further and write 
‘ Grandison.’ In reading his correspondence we hail 
Sir Charles afar off. Richardson had deeply grieved 
to see how many of his ladies had fallen in love with 
the scoundrelly Lovelace. It wounded him to the 
quick, for he could not but feel that he was not in the 
east like Lovelace himself. He turns almost savagely 
upon some of his fair correspondents and upbraids 
them, telling them indeed plainly that he feared they 
were no better than they should be. They had but 
one answer ; ‘ Ah, dear Mr. Richardson, in “ Clarissa ” 
‘ you have shown us the good woman we all would be. 
‘ Now show us the good man we all should love.’ 
And he set about doing so seriously,' aye and humbly, 
too. He writes with a sad since: ity a hundred years 
cannot hide : 

‘ How shall a man obscurely situated, never in his 
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‘ life delighting in public entertainments, nor in his 
‘ youth able to frequent them from narrowness of 

* fortune ; one of the most attentive of men to the 
‘ calls of business — his situation for many years pro- 

* ducing little but prospects of a numerous family — a 
‘ business that seldom called him abroad when he 
‘ might in the course of it see and know a little of 

world, as some employments give opportunities 

* to do — naturally shy and sheepish, and wanting more 
‘ encouragement by smiles to draw him out than any- 
‘ body thought it worth their while to give him — and 
‘ blest (in this he will say blest) with a mind that set 

* him above dependence, and making an absolute 
‘ reliance on Providence and his own endeavours — 
‘ how, I say, shall such a man pretend to describe and 
‘ enter into characters in upper life ?’ 

However, he set about it, and in 1754 produced 
‘ Sir Charles Grandison,’ or, as he had originally 
intended to call it, the ‘ Good Man,’ in six octavo 
volumes. 

I am not going to say he entirely succeeded with 
his good man, who I know has been called an odious 
prig. I have read ‘ Sir Charles Grandison ’ once — I 
cannot promise ever to read it again, and yet who 
knows what may happen ? Sir Walter Scott, in his 
delightful, good-humoured fashion, tells a tale of a 
venerable lady of his acquaintance, who, when she 
became subject to drowsy fits, chose to have ‘ Sir 
Charles’ read to her as she sat in her elbow chair, 
in preference to any other work ; because, said she, 

‘ should I drop asleep in the course of the reading, 

‘ I am sure when I awake I shall have lost none of 
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* the story, but shall find the party where I left them, 
‘ conversing in the cedar-parlour,’ 

After ‘Sir Charles,’ Richardson wrote no more. 
Indeed, there was nothing to write about, unless he 
had taken the advice of a morose clerical friend who 
wrote to him : ‘ I hope you intend to give us a bad 
‘ woman — expensive, imperious, lewd, and, at last, a 
‘diammer. This is a fruitful and necessary sut^t 
‘ which will strike and entertain to a miracle.’ Mr. 
Richardson replied jocosely that if the Rev. Mr. Skel- 
ton would only sketch the she-devil for him, he would 
find room for her somewhere, and the subject dropped. 
The wife of the celebrated German poet, Klopstock, 
wrote to him in her broken English : ‘ Having finished 
‘ your “ Clarissa ” (oh, the heavenly book !) I would 
‘ prayed you to write the history of a manly “ Clarissa,” 
‘ but I had not courage enough at that time. I should 
‘ have it no more to-day, as this is only my first 
‘ English letter ; but I am now Klopstock’s wife, and 
‘ then I was only the single young girl. You have 
‘ since written the manly “ Clarissa ” without my 
‘ prayer. Oh, you have done it to the great joy and 
‘ thanks of all your happy readers ! Now you can 
‘ write no more. You must write the history of an 
‘ Angel.’ 

The poor lady died the following year under melan- 
choly circumstances, but her prophecy proved true. 
Richardson wrote no more. He died in 1761, seventy- 
two years of age. His will, after directing numerous 
mourning-rings to be given to certain friends, proceeds 
as follows ; ‘ Had I given rings to all the ladies who 
* have honoured me with their correspondence, and 
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‘ whom I sincerely venerate for their amiable qualities, 

‘ it would even in this last solemn act appear like 
‘ ostentation.’ 

It now only remains to say two or three words 
about Richardson’s great popularity abroad. Until 
quite recently, he and Sterne may be said to have 
been the only popular English authors abroad ; 
ptj;|iaps Goldsmith should be added to the party. 
Foreigners never felt any difficulty about him, or 
about the tradition he violated. The celebrated 
author of ‘ Manon Lescaut ’ translated ‘ Clarissa ’ into 
French, though it was subsequently better done by 
a less famous hand. She was also turned into Ger- 
man and Dutch. Foreigners, of course, could not be 
expected to appreciate the hopeless absurdity of a 
man who lived at Parson’s Green attempting to 
describe the upper classes. Horace Walpole when 
in Paris did his best to make this plain, but he failed. 
Say what he might, ‘ Clarissa ’ lay on the toilet-tables 
of the French princesses, and everybody was raving 
about her. Lady Mary Wortley Montagu was also 
very angry. ‘ Richardson,’ says she, writing to the 
Countess of Bute, ‘has no idea of the manners of 
‘ high life. Such liberties as pass between Mr. Love- 
‘ lace and his cousins are not to be excused by the 
‘ relation. I should have been much astonished if 
‘ Lord Denbigh should have offered to kiss me ; and 
‘ I dare swear Lord Trentham never attempted such 
* impertinence t<J you.’ To the English reader these 
criticisms of Lady Mary’s have immense value ; but 
the French sentimentalist, with his continental in- 
solence, did not care a sou what impertinences Lord 



152 RES JUDICATA 

Denbigh and Lord Trentham might or might not 
have attempted towards their female cousins. He 
simply read his ‘ Clarissa ’ and lifted up his voice and 
wept : and so, to do her justice, did Lady Mary 
herself. ‘ This Richardson,’ she writes, ‘ is a strange 
‘ fellow. I heartily despise him and eagerly read him, 
‘ nay, sob over his works in a most scandalous 
‘ manner.’ 

The effect produced upon Rousseau by Richardson 
is historical. Without ‘ Clarissa ’ there would have 
been no ‘ Nouvelle Heloise,’ and had there been no 
‘ Nouvelle Heloise ’ everyone of us would have been 
somewhat different from what we are. 

The elaborate eulogy of Diderot is well-known, and, 
though extravagant in parts, is full of true criticism. 
One sentence only I will quote : ‘ I have observed,’ 
he says, ‘ that in a company where the works of 
‘ Richardson were reading either privately or aloud 
‘ the conversation at once became more interesting 
‘ and animated.’ This, surely, is a legitimate test to 
which to submit a novel. You sometimes hear people 
say of a book, ‘ Oh, it is not worth talking about ! I 
‘ was only reading it.’ 

The great Napoleon was a true Richardsonian. 
Only once did he ever seem to take any interest in 
an Englishman. It was whilst he was first consul 
and when he was introduced to an officer called 
Lovelace ; ‘ Why,’ he exclaimed with emotion, ‘ that 
‘ is the name of the man in “ Clariss*a ”! ’ When our 
own great critic, Hazlitt, heard of t''is incident he fell 
in love with Napoleon on the spot, and subsequently 
wrote his life in numerous volumes. 
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In Germany ‘ Clarissa ’ had a great sale, and those 
of you who are acquainted with German sentiment 
will have no difficulty in tracing a good deal of it to 
its original fountain in Fleet Street. 

As a man, Richardson had perhaps only two. faults. 
He was very nervous on the subject of his health, 
and he was very vain. His first fault gave a great 
0'%^ of trouble to his wives and families, his second 
afforded nobody anything but pleasure. The vanity 
of a distinguished man, if at the same time he happens 
to be a good man, is a quality so agreeable in its 
manifestations that to look for it and not to find it 
would be to miss a pleasure. When the French poet 
Boileau was invited to Versailles by Louis Quatorze, 
he w'as much annoyed by the vanity of that monarch. 
‘ Whenever,' said he, ‘ the conversation left the king’s 
‘ doings ’ — and, let us guess, just approached the 
poet’s verses — ‘ his majesty always had a yawning- 
‘ fit, or suggested a walk on the terrace.’ The fact 
is, it is not vanity, but contending vanities that give 
pain. 

As for those of you who cannot read Richardson’s 
nineteen volumes, it can only be said you are a large 
and intelligent class of persons. You number amongst 
you poets like Byron — for I presume Byron is still 
among the poets— and philosophers like d’Alembert, 
who, when asked whether Richardson was not right 
in imitating Nature, replied, ‘ Yes, but not to the 
‘ point of ennui.’ • We must not bear you malice or 
blacken your private characters. On the other hand, 
you must not sneer at us or call us milksops. There 
is nothing to be proud of, I can assure you, in not 
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being able to read ‘ Clarissa Harlowe,’ or to appre- 
ciate the genius which created Lovelace. 

A French critic, M. Scherer, has had the audacity 
to doubt whether ‘ Tristram Shandy ’ is much read in 
England, and it is commonly asserted in France that 
‘ Clarissa’ is too good for us. Tristram may be left 
to his sworn admirers, who could at any moment take 
the field with all the pomp and circumstance of^^gierr, 
but with Clarissa it is different. Her bodyguard is 
small and is often in need of recruits. This, indeed, 
is my apology for the trouble I have put you to. 



EDWARD GIBBON 

A LECTURE 

‘ T T was at Rome, on the 15th of October, 1764, as 
1 ‘ I sat musing amidst the ruins of the Capitol, 
‘ while the bare-footed fryars were singing vespers in 
‘ the Temple of Jupiter, that the idea of writing the 
‘ Decline and Fall of the City first started to my mind. 

‘ It was on the day, or rather night, of the 27th of 
‘ June, 1787, between the hours of eleven and twelve, 
‘ that I wrote the last lines of the last page, in a 
‘ summer-house in my garden. After laying down my 
‘ pen I took several turns in a berceau, or covered walk 
‘ of acacias, which commands a prospect of the 
‘ country, the take and the mountains. The air was 
‘ temperate, the sky was serene, the silver orb of the 
‘ moon was reflected from the waters, and all nature 
‘ was silent. I will not dissemble the first emotions 
‘ of joy on recovery of my freedom and perhaps of the 
‘ establishment of my fame. But my pride was soon 
‘ humbled and a sober melancholy was spread over 
‘ my mind by the idea that I had taken an everlasting 
* leave of an old and agreeable companion, and that 
‘ whatever might be the future fate of my history, the 
‘ life of the historian must be short and precarious.’ 

iSS 
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Between these two passages lies the romance of 
Gibbon’s life — a romance which must be looked for, 
not, indeed, in the volumes, whether the original 
quartos or the subsequent octavos, of his history — 
but in the elements which went to make that history 
what it is : the noble conception, the shaping intellect, 
the mastered learning, the stately diction and the 
daily toil. 

Mr. Bagehot has declared that the way to reverence 
Gibbon is not to read him at all, but to look at him, 
from outside, in the bookcase, and think how much 
there is within ; what a course of events, what a 
muster-roll of names, what a steady solemn sound. 
All Mr. Bagehot’s jokes have a kernel inside them. 
The supreme merit of Gibbon’s history is not to be 
found in deep thoughts, or in wide views, or in pro- 
found knowledge of human nature, or prophetic 
vision. Seldom was there an historian less well- 
equipped with these fine things than he. Its glory 
is its architecture, its structure, its organism. There 
it is, it is worth looking at, for it is invulnerable, in- 
dispensable, immortal. The metaphors which have 
been showered upon it, prove how fond people have 
been of looking at it from the outside. It has been 
called a Bridge, less obviously an Aqueduct, more 
prosaically a Road. We applaud the design and 
marvel at the execution. 

There is something mournful in this chorus of 
approbation in which it is not difficult to detect the 
notes of glad surprise. It tells a tale of infirmity 
both of life and purpose. A complete thing staggers 
us. We are accustomed to failure. 
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' What act proves all its thought had been ? 

The will is weak, opportunities are barren, temper 
uncertain, and life short. 

* I thought all labour, yet no less, 

Bear up beneath their unsuccess ; 

Look at the end of work : contrast 
The petty done — the undone vast.’ 

It'is pibbon’s triumph that he made his thoughts 
acts. He is not exactly what you call a pious writer, 
but he is provocative of at least one pious feeling. 
A sabbatical calm results from the contemplation 
of his labours. Succeeding scholars have read his 
history and pronounced it good. It is likewise 
finished. Hence this feeling of surprise. 

Gibbon’s life has the simplicity of an epic. His 
work was to write his history. Nothing else was 
allowed to rob this idea of its majesty. It brooked no 
rival near its throne. It dominated his life, for though 
a man of pleasure, and, to speak plainly, a good bit of 
a coxcomb, he had always the cadences of the ‘ Decline 
and Fall ’ in his ears. It has been wittily said of 
him, that he came at last to believe that he was the 
Roman Empire, or, at all events, something equally 
majestic and imposing. His life had, indeed, its 
episodes, but so has an epic. Gibbon’s episodes are 
interesting, abrupt, and always concluded. In his six- 
teenth year he, without the aid of a priest or the 
seductions of ritual, read himself into the Church of 
Rome, and was onl fine June morning in 1753 baptized 
by a Jesuit father. By Christmas, 1754, he had read 
himself out again. Gibbon’s conversion was perfectly 
genuine and should never be spoken of otherwise than 
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respectfully, but it was entirely a matter of books and 
reading. ‘ Persons influence us,’ cries Dr. Newman, 
‘voices melt us, looks subdue us, deeds inflame us. 
‘ Many a man will live and die upon a dogma ; no 
‘ man will be a martyr for a conclusion.’ It takes all 
sorts to make a world, and our plump historian was 
one of those whose actions are determined in libraries, 
whose lives are unswayed by personal influences, 'to 
whom conclusions may mean a great deal, but dogmas 
certainly nothing. Whether Gibbon on leaving off his 
Catholicism ever became a Protestant again, except 
in the sense that Bayle declared himself one, is doubtful. 
But all this makes an interesting episode. The second 
episode is his well-known love affair with Mademoi- 
selle Curchod, afterwards Madame Necker and the 
mother of that social portent Madame de Stael. 
Gibbon, of course, behaved badly in this affair. He 
fell in love, made known his plight, obtained made- 
moiselle’s consent, and then speeded home to tell his 
father. ‘ Love,’ said he, ‘ will make me eloquent.’ 
The elder Gibbon would not hear of it : the younger 
tamely acquiesced. His very acquiescence, like all 
else about him, has become classical. ‘ 1 sighed as a 
‘ lover, I obeyed as a son.’ He proceeds : ‘ My wound 
‘ was insensibly healed by time, absence and the habits 
‘of a new life.’ It is shocking. Never, surely, was 
love so flouted before. Gibbon is charitably supposed 
by some persons to have regretted Paganism, but it 
was lucky both for him and for me that the gods had 
abandoned Olympus, since otherwise it would have 
required the pen of a Greek dramatist to depict the 
horrors that must have eventually overtaken him for 
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so impious an outrage; as it was, he simply grew 
fatter every day. A very recent French biographer 
of Madame Necker, who has published some letters 
of Gibbon’s for the first time, evidently expects his 
readers to get very angry with this perfidious son of 
Albion. It is much too late to get angry. Of all the 
many wrongs women suffer at the hands of men, that 
o^not^marrying them is the one they ought to find it 
easiest to forgive ; they generally do forgive. Madame 
Necker forgave, and if she, why not you and I ? Years 
after she welcomed Gibbon to her house, and there he 
used to sit, fat and famous, tapping his snuff-box and 
arranging his ruffles, and watching with a smile of 
complacency the infantine, yet, I doubt not, the pro- 
nounced gambols of the vivacious Corinne. After 
Necker’s fall, Gibbon writes to Madame : ‘ Your hus- 
‘ band’s condition is always worthy of envy : he knows 
‘ himself, his enemies respect him, Europe admires 
‘ him, you love him.’ I decline to be angry with such 
a man. 

His long residence in Switzerland, an unusual thing 
in those days, makes a third episode, which, in so far 
as it led him to commence author in the French 
language, and to study Pascal as a master of style, 
was not without its effects on his history, but it never 
diverted him from his studies or changed their channels. 
Though he lived fifteen years in Lausanne, he never 
climbed a mountain or ever went to the foot of one, 
for though not whSlly indifferent to Nature, he loved 
to see her framed in a window. He actually has the 
audacity, in a note to his fifty-ninth chapter, to sneer 
at St. Bernard because that true lover of nature on one 
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occasion, either because his joy in the external world 
at times interfered with his devotions, or, as I think, 
because he was bored by the vulgar rhapsodies of his 
monkish companions, abstained from looking at the 
lake of Geneva. Gibbon's note is characteristic : * To 
‘ admire or despise St. Bernard as he ought, the reader 
‘ should have before the windows of his library the 

* beauty of that incomparable landscape.’ St. Bernard 
was to Gibbon, as Wordsworth to Pope, 

‘ A forest seer, 

A minstrel of the natural year, 

A lover true, who knew by heart 
Each joy the mountain dales impart.' 

He was proud to confess that whatever knowledge he 
had of the Scriptures he had acquired chiefly in the 
woods and the fields, and that beeches and oaks had 
been his best teachers of the Word of God. One can- 
not fancy Gibbon in a forest. But if Gibbon had not 
been fonder of the library than of the lake, though he 
might have known more than he did of ‘ moral evil 

* and of good,’ he would hardly have been the author 
he was. 

But the * Decline and Fall ’ was threatened from a 
quarter more likely to prove dangerous than the ‘in- 
‘ comparable landscape.’ On September loth, 1774, 
Gibbon writes : 

‘ Yesterday morning about half-past seven, as I was 
‘ destroying an army of barbarians, I heard a double 
‘ rap at the door and my friend Mr. Eliot was soon 
‘ introduced. After some idle conversation he told me 
‘ that if I was desirous of being in Parliament he had 
‘ an independent seat, very much at my service. This 
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‘ is a fine prospect opening upon me, and if next spring 
‘ I should take my seat and publish my book ’ — (he 
meant the first volume only) — 'it will be a very 
‘ memorable era in my life. I am ignorant whether 
‘ my borough will be Liskeard or St. Germains.’ 

Mr. Eliot controlled four boroughs, and it was 
Liskeard that became Gibbon’s, and for ten years, 
though not always for Liskeard, he sat in Parliament. 
Ten most eventful years they were too, both in our 
national and parliamentary history. This might have 
been not an episode, but a catastrophe. Mr. Eliot’s 
untimely entrance might not merely have postponed 
the destruction of a horde of barbarians, but have 
destroyed the history itself. However, Mr. Gibbon 
never opened his mouth in the House of Commons ; 
‘I assisted,’ says he, in his magnificent way, ‘at’ 
(mark the preposition) ‘at the debates of a free 
‘ assembly,’ that is, he supported Lord North. He was 
not from the first content to be a mute ; he prepared 
a speech and almost made up his mind to catch Sir 
Fletcher Norton’s eye. The subject, no mean one, 
was to be the American war ; but his courage oozed 
away, he did not rise in his place. A month after he 
writes from Boodle’s : ‘ I am still a mute ; it is more 
‘ tremendous than I imagined ; the great speakers fill 
‘ me with despair, the bad ones with terror.’ In 1779 
his silent assistance was rewarded with a seat at the 
Board of Trade, and a salary of between seven and 
eight hundred a yoar. Readers of Burke’s great speech 
on Economical Reform will remember the twenty 
minutes he devoted to this marvellous Board of Trade, 
with its perpetual virtual adjournment and unbroken 
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sitting vacation. Such was Gibbon’s passion for style 
that he listened to the speech with delight, and gives 
us the valuable assurance that it was spoken just as it 
reads, and that nobody enjoyed either hearing or read- 
ing it more than he did. What a blessing it is to have 
a good temper ! But Gibbon’s constituency did not 
^ approve of his becoming a minister’s man, and he lost 
his seat at the general election of 1783. ‘Mr. Eliot,’ 
this is Gibbon’s account of it, ‘ Mr. Eliot was' now 
‘ deeply engaged in the measures of opposition, and 
‘ the electors of Liskeard are commonly of the same 
‘ opinion as Mr. Eliot.’ Lord North found him 
another seat, and for a short time he sat in the new 
Parliament for the important seaport of Lymington, 
but his office being abolished in 1784, he bade Parlia- 
ment and England farewell, and, taking his library 
with him, departed for Lausanne to conclude his 
history. 

Gibbon, after completing his history, entertained 
notions of writing other book.s, but, as a matter of 
fact, he had but one thing left him to do in order to 
discharge his duty to the universe. He had written 
a magnificent history of the Roman Empire. It 
remained to write the history of the historian. Accord- 
ingly we have the autobiography. These two immortal 
works act and react upon one another ; the history 
sends us to the autobiography, and the autobiography 
returns us to the history. 

The style of the autobiography is better than that 
of the history. The awful word ' verbose ’ has been 
launched against certain pages of the history by a 
critic, formidable and friendly — the great Porson. 
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There is not a superfluous word in the autobiography. 
The fact is, in this matter of style, Gibbon took a great 
deal more pains with himself than he did with the 
empire. He sent the history, except the first volume, 
straight to his printer from his first rough copy. He 
made six different sketches of the autobiography. It 
is a most studied performance, and may be boldly 
pronounced perfect. Not to know it almost by heart 
is to* deny yourself a great and wholly innocent 
pleasure. Of the history it is permissible to say with 
Mr. Silas Wegg, ‘ I haven’t been, not to say right 
* slap through him very lately, having been otherwise 
‘ employed, Mr. Boffin but the autobiography is no 
more than a good-sized pamphlet. It has had the 
reward of shortness. It is not only our best, but our 
best known autobiography. Almost its first sentence 
is about the style it is to be in: ‘The style shall be 
‘ simple and familiar, but style is the image of 
‘ character, and the habits of correct writing may 
‘ produce without labour or design the appearance of 
‘ art and study.’ There is nothing artless or unstudied 
about the autobiography, but is it not sometimes a 
relief to exchange the quips and cranks of some of our 
modern writers, whose humour it is to be as it were 
for ever slapping their readers in the face or grinning 
at them from unexpected corners, for the stately roll 
of the Gibbonian sentence ? The style settled, he 
proceeds to say something about the pride of race, 
but the pride of* letters soon conquers it, and as 
we glance down the page we see advancing to 
meet us, curling its head, as Shakespeare says of 
billows in a storm, the god-like sentence which makes 
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it for ever certain, not indeed that there will never be 
a better novel than ‘ Tom Jones,’ for that I suppose is 
still just possible, but that no novel can ever receive 
so magnificent a compliment. The sentence is well 
known but irresistible. 

‘ Our immortal Fielding was of the younger branch 
‘ of the Earls of Denbigh, who draw their origin from 
‘ the Counts of Hapsburg. Far different have beeff 
‘ the fortunes of the English and German divisions of 
‘ the family. The former, the knights and sheriffs of 
‘ Leicestershire, have slowly risen to the dignity of a 
‘ peerage, the latter, the Emperors of Germany and 
‘ Kings of Spain, have threatened the liberty of the 
‘ old and invaded the treasures of the new world. 
‘ The successors of Charles the Fifth may disdain 
‘ their brethren of England, but the romance of “ Tom 
‘ Jones,” that exquisite picture of human manners, will 
‘ outlive the Palace of the Escurial and the imperial 
‘ eagle of the House of Austria.’ 

Well might Thackeray exclaim in his lecture on 
Fielding, ‘ There can be no gainsaying the sentence of 
‘ this great judge. To have your name mentioned by 
‘ Gibbon is like having it written on the dome of 
* St. Peter’s. Pilgrims from all the world admire and 
‘ behold it.’ 

After all this preliminary magnificence Gibbon 
condescends to approach his own pedigree. There 
was not much to tell, and the little there was he did 
not know. A man of letters whose memory is respected 
by all lovers of old books and Elizaoethan lyrics. Sir 
Egerton Brydges, was a cousin of Gibbon’s, and as 
genealogies were this unfortunate man’s consuming 
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passion, he of course knew all that Gibbon ought to 
have known about the family, and speaks with a 
herald’s contempt of the historian's perfunctory investi- 
gations. ‘ It is a very unaccountable thing,’ says Sir 
Egerton, ‘that Gibbon was so ignorant of the immediate 
‘ branch of the family whence he sprang but the 
^truth is that Gibbon was far prouder of his Palace of 
the f scurial and his imperial eagle of the House of 
Austria than of his family tree, which was indeed of 
the most ordinary hedge-row description. His grand- 
father was a South Sea director, and when the bubble 
burst he was compelled by Act of Parliament to dis- 
close on oath his whole fortune. He returned it at 
06,543 5S- 6d., exclusive of antecedent settlements. 
It was all confiscated, and then ^10,000 was voted the 
poor man to begin again upon. Such bold oppression, 
says the grandson, can scarcely be shielded by the 
omnipotence of Parliament. The old man did not 
keep his ;,^io,ooo in a napkin, and speedily began, as 
his grandson puts it, to erect on the ruins of the old, 
the edifice of a new fortune. The ruins must, I think, 
have been more spacious than the affidavit would 
suggest, for when only sixteen years afterwards the 
elder Gibbon died, he was found to be possessed of 
considerable property in Sussex, Hampshire, Bucking- 
hamshire, and the New River Company, as well as of 
a spacious house with gardens and grounds at Putney. 
A fractional share of this inheritance secured to our 
historian the liberty of action so necessary for the 
accomplishment of his great design. Large fortunes 
have their uses. Mr. Milton, the scrivener, Mr. 
Gibbon, the South Sea director, and Dr. Darwin of 
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Shrewsbury, had respectively something to do with 
* Paradise Lost,’ ‘ The Decline and Fall,’ and ‘ The 
Origin of Species.’ 

The most, indeed the only, interesting fact about 
the Gibbon entourage is that the greatest of English 
mystics, William Law, the inimitable author of * A 
Serious Call to a Devout and Holy Life, adapted to the. 
State and Conditions of all Orders of Christians.^ was 
long tutor to the historian’s father, and in that capacity 
accompanied the future historian to Emanuel College, 
Cambridge, and was afterwards, and till the end of 
his days, spiritual director to Miss Hester Gibbon, the 
historian’s eccentric maiden aunt. 

It is an unpleasing impertinence for anyone to 
assume that nobody save himself reads any particular 
book. I read with astonishment the other day that Sir 
Humphry Davy’s ‘ Consolations in Travel ; or, The 
Closing Days of a Philosopher’s Life,’ was a curious 
and totally forgotten work. It is, however, always 
safe to say of a good book that it is not read as much 
as it ought to be, and of Law’s ‘ Serious Call ’ you may 
add, ‘ or as much as it used to be.’ It is a book with a 
strange and moving spiritual pedigree. Dr. Johnson, 
one remembers, took it up carelessly at Oxford, 
expecting to find it a dull book, ‘ as ’ (the words are 
his, not mine) ‘ such books generally are ; but,’ he 
proceeds, ‘ I found Law an overmatch for me, and 
‘ this was the first occasion of my thinking in earnest.’ 
George Whitfield writes, ‘ Soon after my coming up 
‘ to the university, seeing a small edition of Mr. Law’s 
‘ “Serious Call ” in a friend’s hand, I soon purchased 
‘ it. God worked powerfully upon my soul by that 
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‘ excellent treatise.’ The celebrated Thomas Scott, of 
Aaton Sandford, with the confidence of his school, 
dates the beginning of his spiritual life from the hour 
when he ‘ carelessly,’ as he says, ‘ took up Mr. Law’s 
‘ “ Serious Call,” a book I had hitherto treated with 
‘ contempt.’ When we remember how Newman in 
^his ‘ Apologia ’ speaks of Thomas Scott as the writer 
‘ to ^hom, humanly speaking, I almost owe my soul,’ 
we become lost amidst a mazy dance of strange, 
spectral influences which flit about the centuries and 
make us what we are. Splendid achievement though 
the ‘History of the Decline and Fall ’ may be, glorious 
monument though it is, more lasting than brass, of 
learning and industry, yet in sundry moods it seems 
but a poor and barren thing by the side of a book 
which, like Law’s ‘ Serious Call,’ has proved its power 
‘To pierce the heart and tame the will.' 

But I must put the curb on my enthusiasm, or I shall 
find myself re-echoing the sentiment of a once cele- 
brated divine who brought down Exeter Hall by pro- 
claiming, at the top of his voice, that he would sooner 
be the author of ‘The Washerwoman on Salisbury 
‘ Plain ’ than of ‘ Paradise Lost.’* 

But Law's ‘ Serious Call,’ to do it only bare literary 
justice, is a great deal more like ‘ Paradise Lost ’ 
than ‘The Washerwoman on Salisbury Plain,’ and 
deserves better treatment at the hands of religious 

* There is no sifbh tract. I have mixed up Miss Hannah 
More’s * Shepherd of Salisbury Plain ’ with Mr. Thackeray’s 
Washerwoman of Finchley Common^ (see ‘Vanity Fair’). 
Several correspondents have called my attention to this. I 
knew what I was doing, but thought it did not matter. It seems 
it does, 
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people than to be reprinted, as it too often is, in a 
miserable, truncated, witless form which would nerer 
have succeeded in arresting the wandering attention of 
Johnson or in saving the soul of Thomas Scott. The 
motto of all books of original genius is : 

‘ Love me or leave me alone. ’ 

Gibbon read Law’s ‘ Serious Call,* but it left him 
where it found him. ‘ Had not,’ so he writes, ‘iaw’s 
‘ vigorous mind been clouded by enthusiasm, be might 
*be ranked with the most agreeable and ingenious 
writers of his time.’ 

Upon the death of Law in 1761, it is sad to have to 
state that Miss Hester Gibbon cast aside the severe 
rule of female dress which he had expounded in his 
* Serious Call,’ and she had practised for sixty years 
of her life. She now appeared like Malvolio, re- 
splendent in yellow stockings. Still, it was something 
to have kept the good lady’s feet from straying into 
such evil garments for so long. Miss Gibbon had a 
comfortable estate ; and our historian, as her nearest 
male relative kept his eye upon the reversion. The 
fifteenth and sixteenth chapters had created a coolness, 
but he addressed her a letter in which he assured her 
that, allowing for differences of expression, he had the 
satisfaction of feeling that practically he and she 
thought alike on the great subject of religion. Whether 
she believed him or not I cannot say ; but she left 
him her estate in Sussex. I must stop a moment to 
consider the hard and far different fate of Porson. 
Gibbon had taken occasion to refer to the seventh verse 
of the fifth chapter of the First Epistle of St. John as 
spurious. It has now disappeared from our Bibles, 
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without leaving a trace even in the margin. So 
judicious a writer as Dean Alford long ago, in his 
Greek Testament, observed, ‘ There is not a shadow 
‘of a reason for supposing it genuine.* An arch- 
deacon of Gibbon’s period thought otherwise, and 
asserted the genuineness of the text, whereupon Porson 
^vrote a book and proved it to be no portion of the 
inspired text. On this a female relative who had 
Porson down in her will for a comfortable annuity of 
/‘300, revoked that part of her testamentary disposi- 
tion, and substituted a paltry bequest of /30 : ‘ for,* 
said she, ‘ I hear he has been writing against the Holy 
‘ Scriptures.’ As Porson only got ;^i6 for writing the 
book, it certainly cost him dear. But the book remains 
a monument of his learning and wit. The last quarter 
of the annuity must long since have been paid. 

Gibbon, the only one of a family of five who 
managed to grow up at all, had no school life; for 
though a short time at Westminster, his feeble health 
prevented regularity of attendance. His father never 
won his respect, nor his mother (who died when he 
was ten) his affection. ‘ I am tempted,’ he says, ‘ to 
‘ enter my protest against the trite and lavish praise 
‘ of the happiness of our boyish years which is echoed 
‘ with so much affectation in the world. That happi- 
‘ ness I have never known.’ Upon which passage 
Ste. Beuve characteristically remarks ‘ that it is those 
‘ who have been deprived of a mother’s solicitude, of 
‘the down and flower of tender affection, of the 
‘ vague yet penetrating charm of dawning impres- 
‘ sions, who are most easily denuded of the sentiment 
‘ of religion.’ 
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Gibbon was, however, born free of the ‘fair brother- 
‘ hood’ Macaulay so exquisitely described in his famous 
poem, written after the Edinburgh election. Reading 
became his sole employment. He enjoyed all the 
advantages of the most irregular of educations, and 
in his fifteenth year arrived at Oxford, to use his 
celebrated words, though for that matter almost every 
word in the ‘ Autobiography ’ is celebrated, p^ith a 
stock of erudition that might have puzzled a doctor, 
and a degree of ignorance of which a schoolboy would 
have been ashamed — for example, he did not know 
the Greek alphabet, nor is there any reason to suppose 
that he would have been taught it at Oxford. 

I do not propose to refer to what he says about his 
university. I hate giving pain, besides which there 
have been new statutes since 1752. In Gibbon’s 
time there were no public examinations at all, and no 
class-lists — a Saturnian reign which I understand it is 
now sought to restore. Had Gibbon followed his 
father’s example and gone to Cambridge, he would 
have found the Mathematical Tripos fairly started on 
its beneficent career, and might have taken as good a 
place in it as Dr. Dodd had just done, a divine who 
is still year after year referred to in the University 
Calendar as the author of ‘ Thoughts in Prison,’ the 
circumstance that the thinker was later on taken from 
prison, and hung by the neck until he was dead, being 
no less wisely than kindly omitted from a publication, 
one of the objects of which is to inspire youth with 
confidence that the path of mathematics is the way to 
glory. 

On his profession of Catholicism, Gibbon, i/>so facto 
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ceased to be a member of the university, and his 
father, with a sudden accession of good sense, packed 
off the young pervert, who at that time had a very 
big head and a very small body, and was just as full 
of controversial theology as he could hold, to a 
Protestant pastor’s at Lausanne, where in an uncom- 
fortable house, with an ill-supplied table and a scarcity 
of pockiot-money, the ex-fellow-commoner of Magdalen 
was condemned to live from his sixteenth to his 
twenty-first year. His time was mainly spent in 
reading. Here he learnt Greek ; here also he fell in 
love with Mademoiselle Curchod. In the spring of 
1758 he came home. He was at first very shy, and 
went out but little, pursuing his studies even in 
lodgings in Bond Street. But he was shortly to be 
shaken out of his dumps, and made an Englishman 
and a soldier. 

If anything could provoke Gibbon’s placid shade, it 
would be the light and airy way his military experi- 
ences are often spoken of, as if, like a modern volun- 
teer, he had but attended an Easter Monday review. 
I do not believe the history of literature affords an 
e(jually striking example of self-sacrifice. He was the 
most sedentary of men. He hated exercise, and rarely 
took any. Once, after .spending some weeks in the 
summer at Lord Sheffield’s country place, when about 
to go, his hat was missing. ‘ When,’ he was asked, 
‘ did you last see \,t ?’ ‘ On my arrival,’ he replied. 

‘I left it on the hall-table ; I have had no occasion for 
‘ it since.’ Lord Sheffield’s guest always knew that 
they would find Mr. Gibbon in the library and meet 
him at the dinner-table. He abhorred a horse. His 
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one vocation, and his only avocation, was reading, not 
lazy glancing and skipping, but downright savage read- 
ing — geography, chronology, and all the tougher sides 
of history. What glorious, what martial times, indeed, 
must those have been that made Mr. Gibbon leap into 
the saddle, desert his books, and for two mortal years 
and a half live in camps ! He was two months at Blan(}- 
ford, three months at Cranbiook, si.x months at Dover, 
four months at Devizes, as many at Salisbury, and six 
more at Southampton, where the troops were disbanded. 
During all this time Captain Gibbon was energetically 
employed. He dictated the orders and exercised the 
battalion. It did him a world of good. What a pity 
Carlyle could not have been subjected to the same 
discipline ! The cessation, too, of his habit of con- 
tinued reading gave him time for a little thinking, and 
when he returned to his father’s house, in Hampshire, 
he had become fixed in his determination to write a 
history, though of what was still undecided. 

I am rather afraid to say it, for no two men could 
well be more unlike one another, but (jibbon always 
reminds me in an odd inverted way of Milton. I 
suppose it is because as the one is our grandest author, 
so the other is our most grandiose. Both are self- 
conscious and make no apology — Milton magnificently 
self-conscious. Gibbon splendidly so. Everyone knows 
the great passages in which Milton, in 1642, asked 
the readers of his pamphlet on the reason of Church 
government urged against prelacy, to go on trust with 
him for some years for his great unwritten poem, as 
‘ being a work not to be raised from the heat of youth 
* or the vapour of wine, like that which flows at waste 
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‘ from the pen of some vulgar amorist or the trencher 
‘ fury of a rhyming parasite, nor to be obtained by the 
‘ invocation of Dame Memory and her seven daughters, 
* but by devout prayer to that Eternal Spirit who can 
‘ enrich with all utterance and knowledge, and sends 
‘ out His seraphim with the hallow’d fire of His Altar 
‘ to touch and purify the lips of whom He pleases : to 
‘ this must be added industrious and select reading, 
‘ study,'* observation and insight into all seemly 
‘ opinions, arts, and affairs/ Different men, different 
minds. There are things terrestrial as well as things 
celestial. Certainly Gibbon’s ‘ Autobiography ’ con- 
tains no passages like those which are to be found in 
Milton’s pamphlets ; but for all that he, in his mundane 
way, consecrated himself for his self-imposed task, 
and spared no toil to equip himself for it. He, too, no 
less than Milton, had his high hope and his hard 
attempting. He tells us in his stateliest way how he 
first thought of one subject and then another, and 
what progress he had made in his different schemes 
before he abandoned them, and what reasons induced 
him so to do. Providence watched over the future 
historian of the Roman Empire as surely as it did 
over the future author of ‘ Paradise Lost,’ as surely 
as it does over everyone who has it in him to do any- 
thing really great. Milton, we know, in early life was 
enamoured of King Arthur, and had it in his mind to 
make that blameless king the hero of his promised 
epic, but * 

‘ What resounds 

In fable or romance of Uther’s son, 

Begirt with British and Armoric knights,’ 

can brook a moment’s comparison with the baffled 
hero of ‘ Paradise Lost ’ ; so, too, what a mercy that 
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Gibbon did not fritter away his splendid energy, as he 
once contemplated doing, on Sir Walter Raleigh, or 
squander his talents on a history of Switzerland or 
even of Florence ! 

After the disbanding of the militia Gibbon obtained 
his father’s consent to spend the money it was origin- 
ally proposed to lay out in buying him a seat in Parlia- 
ment, upon foreign travel, and early in 1763 he 
reached Paris, where he abode three months. An 
accomplished scholar, whose too early death all who 
knew him can never cease to deplore, Mr. Cotter 
Morrison, whose sketch of (jibbon is, by general 
consent, admitted to be one of the most valuable books 
of a delightful series, does his best, with but partial 
success, to conceal his annoyance at Gibbon’s stupidly 
placid enjoyment of Paris and French cookery. ‘ He 
does not seem to be aware,’ says Mr. Morrison, ‘ that he 
‘ was witnessing one of the most singular social phases 
‘ which have ever yet been presented in the history of 
‘ man.’ Mr. Morrison does not, indeed, blame Gibbon 
for this, but having, as he had, the most intimate 
acquaintance with this period of French history, and 
knowing the tremendous issues involved in it, he could 
not but be chagrined to notice how Gibbon remained 
callous and impervious. And, indeed, when the 
Revolution came it took no one more by surprise than 
it did the man who had written the ‘ Decline and Fall 
of the Roman Empire.’ Writing, in 1792, to Lord 
Sheffield, Gibbon says, ‘ Remember the proud fabric of 
‘ the French monarchy ; not four years ago it stood 
‘ founded, and might it not seem on the rock of time, 

‘ force, and opinion, supported by the triple authority 



EDWARD GIBBON 


175 

‘of the Church, the Nobility, and the Parliament?’ 
But the Revolution came for all that ; and what, when 
it did come, did it teach Mr. Gibbon ? ‘ Do not, I 

‘ beseech you, tamper with parliamentary representa- 
‘ tion. If you begin to improve the Constitution, you 
‘ may be driven step by step from the disfranchisement 
‘of Old Sarum to the King in Newgate; the Lords 
‘ voted useless, the bishops abolished, the House of 
‘ Comnions sans-culottes.’ The importance of shutting 
off the steam and sitting on the safety-valve was 
what the French Revolution taught Mr. Gibbon. 
Mr. Bagehot says: ‘Gibbon’s horror of the French 
‘ Revolution was derived from the fact that he had 
‘ arrived at the conclusion that he was the sort of 
‘ person a populace invariably kills.’ An excellent 
reason, in my opinion, for hating revolution, but not 
for misunderstanding it. 

After leaving Paris Gibbon lived nearly a year in 
Lausanne, reading hard to prepare himself for Italy. 
He made his own handbook. At last he felt him- 
self fit to cross the .Mps, which he did seated in an 
osier basket planted on a man’s shoulders. He did not 
envy Hannibal his elephant. He lingered four months 
in Florence, and then entered Rome in a spirit of the 
most genuine and romantic enthusiasm. His zeal 
made him positively active, though it is impossible to 
resist a smile at the picture he draws of himself ‘ tread- 
‘ ing with a lofty step the ruins of the Forum.’ He 
was in Rome eighteen weeks ; there he had, as we saw 
at the beginning, his heavenly vision, to which he was 
not disobedient. He paid a visit of six weeks’ duration 
to Naples, and then returned home more rapidly. 
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‘ The spectacle of Venice,’ he says, ‘ afforded some 
‘ hours of astonishment.’ Gibbon has sometimes been 
called ‘ long-winded,’ but when he chooses nobody 
can be shorter with either a city or a century. 

He returned to England in 1 765, and for five rather 
dull years lived in his father’s house in the country or 
in London lodgings. In 1770 his father died, and in 
1772 Gibbon took a house in Bentinck Street, 
Manchester Square, filled it with books — for in those 
days it must not be forgotten there was no public 
library of any kind in London — and worked hard at 
his first volume, which appeared in February, 1775. 
It made him famous, also infamous, since it concluded 
with the fifteenth and sixteenth chapters on Christianity. 
In 1781 two more volumes appeared. In 1783 he 
gave up Parliament and London, and rolled over 
Westminster Bridge in a postchaise, on his way to 
Lausanne, where he had his home for the rest of his 
days. In May, 1788, the three last volumes appeared. 
He died in St. James’s Street whilst on a visit to 
London, on the 15th of January, 1794, of a complaint 
of a most pronounced character, which he had with 
characteristic and almost criminal indolence totally 
neglected for thirty years. He was buried in Fletching 
Churchyard, Sussex, in the family burial-place of his 
faithful friend and model editor, the first Lord Sheffield. 
He had not completed his fifty-eighth year. 

Before concluding with a few very humble observa- 
tions on Gibbon’s writings, something ought to be said 
about him as a social being. In this aspect he had 
distinguished merit, though his fondness of and fitness 
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for society came late. He had no school-days, no 
college days, no gilded youth. From sixteen to twenty- 
one he lived poorly in Lausanne, and came home more 
Swiss than English. Nor was his father of any use to 
him. It took him a long time to rub off his shyness ; 
but the militia, Paris, and Rome, and, above all, the 
proud consciousness of a noble design, made a man of 
him, and after 1772 he became a well-known figure in 
Londoft society. He was a man of fashion as well as 
of letters. In this respect, and, indeed, in all others, 
except their common love of learning, he differed from 
Dr. Johnson. Lords and ladies, remarked that high 
authority, don’t like having their mouths shut. Gibbon 
never shut anybody’s mouth, and in Johnson’s presence 
rarely opened his own. Johnson’s dislike of Gibbon 
does not seem to have been based upon his heterodoxy, 
but his ugliness. ‘ He is such an amazing ugly fellow,’ 
said that Adonis. Boswell follows suit, and, with still 
less claim to be critical, complains loudly of Gibbon’s 
ugliness. He also hated him very sincerely. ‘ The 
‘ fellow poisons the whole club to me,’ he cries. I feel 
sorry for Boswell, who has deserved well of the human 
race. Ironical people like (jibbon are rarely tolerant 
of brilliant folly. Gibbon, no doubt, was ugly. We 
get a glance at him in one of Horace Walpole’s letters, 
which, sparkling as it does with vanity, spite, and 
humour, is always pleasant. He is writing to Mr. 
Mason : 

‘ You will be di\^rted to hear that Mr. Gibbon has 
‘ quarrelled with me. He lent me his second volume 
‘ in the middle of November ; I returned it with a 
‘ most civil panegyric. He came for more incense. I 
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‘ gave it, but, alas ! with too much sincerity ; I added : 
‘ “ Mr. Gibbon, I am sotvy you should have pitched on 
‘ “ so disgusting a subject as the Constantinopolitan 
‘ “ history. There is so much of the Arians and 
‘ “ Eunomians and semi-Pelagians ; and there is such 
‘ “ a strange contrast between Roman and Gothic 
‘ “ manners, that, though you have written the story 
‘ “ as well as it could be written, I fear few will have 
‘ “ patience to read it.” He coloured, all hi§ round 
‘ features squeezed themselves into sharp angles ; he 
‘ screwed up his button-mouth, and rapping his snuff- 
‘ box, said, “ It had never been put together before ” — 
‘ so well he meant to add, but gulped it. He meant so 
‘ well, certainly, for Tillemont, whom he quotes in 
‘ every page, has done the very thing. Well, from 
‘ that hour to this, I have never seen him, though he 
‘ used to call once or twice a week ; nor has he sent 
‘ me the third volume, as he promised. I well knew 
‘ his vanity, even about his ridiculous face and person, 
‘ but thought he had too much sense to avow it so 
‘ palpably.’ ‘ So much,’ adds Walpole, with sublime 
nescience of the verdict of posterity upon his own 
most amusing self, ‘ so much for literature and its 
‘ fops.’ 

Male ugliness is an endearing (luality, and in a man 
of great talents it assists his reputation. It mollifies 
our inferiority to be able to add to our honest admira- 
tion of anyone’s great intellectual merit, * But did you 
‘ ever see such a chin !’ >- 

Nobody except Johnson, who %as morbid on the 
subject of looks, liked Gibbon the less for having a 
button-mouth and a ridiculous nose. He was, John- 
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son and Boswell apart, a popular member of the club. 
Sir Joshua and he were, in particular, great cronies, 
and went about to all kinds of places, and mixed in 
every sort of society. In May, June, and July, 1779, 
Gibbon sat for his picture — that famous portrait to be 
found at the beginning of every edition of the History. 
Sir Joshua notes in his Diary : ‘ No new sitters — hard 
‘ at work repainting the “ Nativity,” and busy with 
‘ sittings of Gibbon.’ 

If we are to believe contemporary gossip, this was 
not the first time Reynolds had depicted the historian. 
Some years earlier the great painter had executed a 
celebrated portrait of Dr. Beattie, still pleasingly re- 
membered by the lovers of old-fashioned poetry as the 
poet of ‘The Minstrel,’ but who, in 1773, was better 
known as the author of an ‘ Essay on Truth.’ This 
personage, who in later life, it is melancholy to relate, 
took to drinking, is represented in Reynolds’s picture 
in his Oxford gown of Doctor of Laws, with his famous 
essay under his arm, while beside him is Truth, 
habited as an angel, holding in one hand a pair of 
scales, and with the other thrusting down three fright- 
ful figures emblematic of Sophistry, Scepticism, and 
Infidelity. That Voltaire and Hume stood for two of 
these figures was no secret, but it was whispered 
Gibbon was the third. Even if so, an incident so 
trifling was not likely to ruffle the composure, or 
prevent the intimacy, of two such good-tempered men 
as Reynolds and Gibbon. The latter was immensely 
proud of Reynolds’s portrait — the authorized portrait, 
of course— the one for which he had paid. He had it 
hanging up in his library at Lausanne, and, if we may 
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believe Charles Fox, was fonder of looking at it than 
out of the window upon that incomparable landscape, 
with indifference to which he had twitted St. Bernard. 

But, as I have said, Gibbon was a man of fashion as 
well as a man of letters. In another volume of Walpole 
we have a glimpse of him playing a rubber of whist. 
His opponents were Horace himself and Lady Beck. 
His partner was a lady whom Walpole irreverently 
calls the Archbishopess of Canterbury.* At Brooks’s, 
White’s, and Boodle’s, Gibbon was a prime favourite. 
His quiet manner, ironical humour, and perpetual good 
temper made him excellent company. He is, indeed, 
reported once, at Brooks’s, to have expressed a desire 
to see the heads of Lord North and half a dozen 
ministers on the table ; but as this was only a few 
days before he accepted a seat at the Board of Trade 
at their hands, his wrath was evidently of the kind 
that does not allow the sun to go down upon it. His 
moods were usually mild ; 

‘ Soon as to Brooks’s thence thy footsteps bend. 

What gratulations thy approach attend ' 

See Gibbon rap bis box, auspicious sign 
That classic wit and compliment combine.’ 

To praise Gibbon heartily, you must speak in low 
tones. ‘ His cheek,’ says Mr. Morrison, ‘ rarely flushes 
‘ in enthusiasm for a good cause.’ He was, indeed, 
not obviously on the side of the angels. But he was 
a dutiful son to a trying father, ^n affectionate and 

• By which title he refers to Mrs. Cornwallis, a lively lady 
who used to get her right reverend lord, himself a capital hand 
at whist, into great trouble by persisting in giving routs on 
Sunday. 
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thoughtful stepson to a stepmother who survived him, 
and the most faithful and warm-hearted of friends. In 
this article of friendship he not only approaches, but 
reaches, the romantic. While in his teens he made 
friends with a Swiss of his own age. A quarter of a 
century later on, we find the boyish companions chum- 
ming together, under the same roof at Lausanne, and 
delighting in each other’s society. His attachment to 
Lord Sheffield is a beautiful thing. It is impossible to 
read Gibbon’s letters without responding to the feeling 
which breathes through Lord Sheffield’s preface to the 
miscellaneous writings : 

‘ The letters will prove how pleasant, friendly, and 
‘ amiable Mr. Gibbon was in private life ; and if in 
‘ publishing letters so flattering to myself I incur the 
‘ imputation of vanity, I meet the charge with a frank 
‘ confession that I am indeed highly vain of having 
' enjoyed for so many years the esteem, the confidence, 

* and the afiection of a man whose social qualities 
‘ endeared him to the most accomplished society, 

‘ whose talents, great as they were, must be acknow- 
‘ ledged to have been fully equalled by the sincerity of 

* his friendship.’ 

To have been pleasant, friendly, amiable, and sincere 
in friendship, to have written the ‘ Decline and Fall of 
‘ the Roman Empire,’ and the ‘ Autobiography,’ must 
be Gibbon’s excuse for his unflushing cheek. 

To praise Gibbon is not wholly superfluous; to 
commend his history would be so. Last May it at- 
tained, as a whole, its hundredth year. Time has not 
told upon it. 1 1 stands unaltered, and with its authority 
unimpaired. It would be invidious to name the his- 
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tones it has seen born and die. Its shortcomings have 
been pointed out — it is well ; its inequalities exposed — 
that is fair ; its style criticized — that is just. But it is 
still read. * Whatever else is read,’ says Professor 
Freeman, ‘ Gibbon must be.’ 

The tone he thought fit to adopt towards Christianity 
was, quite apart from all particular considerations, a 
mistaken one. No man is big enough to speak slight- 
ingly of the constructions his fellow-men have from 
time to time put upon the Infinite. And conduct 
which in a philosopher is ill-judged, is in a historian 
ridiculous. Gibbon’s sneers could not alter the fact 
that his History, which he elected to style the ‘ Decline 
* and Fall of the Roman Empire,’ might equally well, 
as Dean Stanley has observed, have been called the 
‘ Rise and Progress of the Christian Church.’ This 
tone of Gibbon’s was the more unfortunate because he 
was not of those men who are by the order of their 
minds incapable of theology. He was an admirable 
theologian, and, even as it is, we have Cardinal New- 
man’s authority for the assertion that Gibbon is the 
only Church historian worthy of the name who has 
written in English. 

Gibbon’s love of the unseemly may also be depre- 
cated. His is not the boisterous impropriety which 
may sometimes be observed staggering across the 
pages of Mr. Carlyle, but the more offensive variety 
which is overheard sniggering in the notes. 

The importance, the final value of Gibbon’s History 
has been assailed in high quarters. Coleridge, in a 
well-known passage in his ‘ Table Talk ’ — too long to 
be quoted — said Gibbon was a man of immense read- 
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ing ; but he had no philosophy. ‘ I protest,’ he adds, 

‘ I do not remember a single philosophical attempt 
* made throughout the work to fathom the ultimate 
‘ causes of the decline and fall of the empire.’ This 
spoiled Gibbon for Coleridge, who has told us that 
‘ though he had read all the famous histories, and he 
‘ believed some history of every country or nation, that 
‘ is or ever existed, he had never done so for the story 
‘ itself— the only thing interesting to him being the 
‘ principles to be evolved from and illustrated by the 
‘ facts.’ 

I am not going to insult the majestic though thickly- 
veiled figure of the Philosophy of History. Every 
sensible man, though he might blush to be called a 
philosopher, must wish to be the wiser for his reading ; 
but it may, 1 think, be fairly said that the first busi- 
ness of a historian is to tell his story, nobly and 
splendidly, with vivacity and vigour. Then I do not 
see why we children of a larger growth may not be 
interested in the annals of mankind simply as a story, 
without worrying every moment to evolve principles 
from each part of it. If I choose to be interested in 
the colour of Mary ^ueen of Scots’ eyes, or the author- 
ship of the ‘ Letters of Junius,’ I claim the right to be 
so. Of course, if I imagine either of these subjects to 
be matters of imprartance — if 1 devote my life to their 
elucidation, if I bore my friends with presentation 
pamphlets about them — wliy, then, I am either a feeble 
fribble or an indtistrious fool ; but if 1 do none of these 
things I ought to be left in peace, and not ridiculed by 
those who seem to regard the noble stream of events 
much as Brindley did rivers — mainly as something 
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which fills their ugly canals of dreary and frequently 
false comment. 

But, thirdly, whilst yielding the first place to philo- 
sophy, divine philosophy, as I suppose, when one 
comes to die, one will be glad to have done, it is de- 
sirable that the text and the comment should be kept 
separate and apart. The historian who loads his frail 
craft with that perilous and shifting freight, philosophy, 
adds immensely to the dangers of his voyage 'across 
the ocean of Time. Gibbon was no fool, yet it is as 
certain as anything can be, that had he put much of 
his philosophy into his history, both would have gone 
to the bottom long ago. For even better philosophy 
than Gibbon’s would have been is apt to grow mouldy 
in a quarter of a century, and to need three new coats 
of good oily rhetoric to make it presentable to each 
new generation. 

Gibbon was neither a great thinker nor a great man. 
He had neither light nor warmth. This is what, 
doubtless, prompted Sir James Mackintosh’s famous 
exclamation, that you might scoop Gibbon’s mind out 
of Burke’s without missing it. But hence, I say, the 
fitness of things that chained Gibbon to his library 
chair, and set him as his task to write the history of 
the Roman Empire, whilst leaving Burke at large to 
illuminate the problems of his own time. 

Gibbon avowedly wrote for fame. He built his 
History meaning it to last. He got £ 6,000 for writing 
it. The booksellers netted /6o,oo6 by printing it. 
Gibbon did not mind. He knew it would be the 
volumes of his History, and not the banking books of 
his publishers, who no doubt ran their trade risks. 
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which would keep their place upon men’s shelves. 
He did an honest piece of work, and he has had a 
noble reward. Had he attempted to know the ultimate 
causes of the decline and fall of the Roman Empire, 
he must have failed, egregiously, childishly. He 
abated his pretensions as a philosopher, was content 
to attempt some picture of the thing acted— of the 
great pageant of history — and succeeded. 



WILLIAM COWPER 

T he large and weighty family of Gradgrinds may, 
from their various well-cushioned coigns of 
advantage, give forcible utterance to their opinions as 
to what are the really important things in this life ; 
but the fact remains, distasteful as it may be to those 
of us who accomplish the disciplinary end of vexing 
our fathers’ souls by other means than ‘ penning 
‘ stanzas,’ that the lives of poets, even of people who 
have passed for poets, eclipse in general and permanent 
interest the lives of other men. Whilst above the sod, 
these poets were often miserable enough. But charm 
hangs over their graves. The sternest pedestrian, 
even he who is most bent on making his inn by the 
precise path he has, with much study of the map, 
previously prescribed for himself, will yet often veer 
to the right or to the left to visit the lonely churchyard 
where, as he hears by the way, lie the ashes of some 
brother of the tuneful quill. It may well be that this 
brother’s verses are not frequently on our lips. It is 
not the lot of every bard to make ‘quotations. It may 
sometimes happen to you, as you stand mournfully 
surveying the little heap, to rack your brains unavail- 
ingly for so much as a single couplet ; nay, so treacherous 

m 
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is memory, the very title of his best-known poem may, 
for the moment, have slipped you. But your heart is 
melted all the same, and you feel it would indeed have 
been a churlish thing to go on your original way, 
unmindful of the fact that 

‘ In yonder grave a Druid lies !’ 

And you have your reward. When you have reached 
your desired haven, and are sitting alone after dinner 
in the coffee-room, neat-handed Phyllis (were you not 
fresh from a poet’s grave, a homelier name might have 
served her turn) having administered to your final 
wants, and disappeared with a pretty flounce, the ruby- 
coloured wine the dead poet loved, the bottled sunshine 
of a bygone summer, glows the warmer in your cup as 
you muse over minstrels now no more, whether 

‘ Of mighty poets in their misery dead,’ 

or of such a one as he whose neglected grave you have 
just visited. 

It was a pious act, you feel, to visit that grave. You 
commend yourself for doing so. As the night draws 
on, this very simple excursion down a rutty lane and 
across a meadow begins to wear the hues of devotion 
and of love ; and unless you are very stern with your- 
self, the chances are that by the time you light your 
farthing dip, and are proceeding on your dim and 
perilous way to your bedroom at the end of a creaking 
passage, you will more than half believe you were that 
poet’s only unselfish friend, and that he died saying so. 

All this is due to the charm of poetry. Port has 
nothing to do with it. Indeed, as a plain matter of 
fact, who would drink port at a village inn ? Nobody 
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feels a bit like this after visiting the tombs of soldiers, 
lawyers, statesmen, or divines. These pompous 
places, viewed through the haze of one’s recollections 
of the ‘ careers ’ of the men whose names they vainly 
try to perpetuate, seem but, if I may slightly alter some 
words of old Cowley’s, * An ill show after a sorry 
* sight.’ 

It would be quite impossible to enumerate one half 
of the reasons which make poets so interestmg. I 
will mention one, and then pass on to the subject- 
matter. They often serve to tell you the age of men 
and books. This is most interesting. There is Mr. 
Matthew Arnold. How impossible it would be to 
hazard even a wide solution of the problem of his age, 
but for the way he has of writing about Lord Byron ! 
Then we know. 

• The thought of Byron, of his cry 
Stormily sweet, his Titan agony.’ 

And again : 

* What boots it now that Byron bore, 

With haughty scorn which mocked the smart, 

Through Europe to the iEtolian shore. 

The pageant of his bleeding heart ?’ 

Ask any man born in the fifties, or even the later 
forties, what he thinks of Byron’s Titan agony, and 
his features will probably wear a smile. Insist upon 
his giving his opinion about the pageant of the Childe’s 
bleeding heart, and more likely than not he will laugh 
outright. But, I repeat, how interesting to be able to 
tell the age of one distinguished poet from his way of 
writing of another ! 

So, too, with books. Miss Austen’s novels are 
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dateless things. Nobody in his senses would speak of 
them as ‘ old novels.’ ‘ John Inglesant ’ is an old novel, 
so is ‘ Ginx’s Baby.’ But ‘ Emma ’ is quite new, and, 
like a wise woman, affords few clues as to her age. 
But when, taking up ‘ Sense and Sensibility,’ we read 
Marianne Dashwood’s account of her sister’s lover — 

‘ And besides all this, I am afraid, mamma, he has 
‘ no real taste. Music seems scarcely to attract him, 
‘ and though he admires Elinor’s drawings very much, 

* it is not the admiration of a person who can under- 

* stand their worth. He admires as a lover, and not 
‘ as a connoisseur. Oh, mamma ! how spiritless, how 
‘ tame was Edward’s manner in reading last night ! 
‘ I felt for my sister most severely. I could hardly keep 
‘ my seat to hear those beautiful lines which havefre- 
‘ quently almost driven me wild, pronounced with such 
‘ impenetrable calmness, such dreadful indifference !’ 
‘ He would certainly’ (says Mrs. Dashwood) ‘have 
‘ done more justice to simple and elegant prose. I 
‘ thought so, at the time, but you would give him 
‘ Cowper.’ ‘ Nay, mamma, if he is not to be animated 
‘ by Cowper!’ — when we read this, we know pretty 
well when Miss Austen was born. It is surely pleasant 
to be reminded of a time when sentimental girls used 
Cowper as a test of a lover’s sensibility. One of our 
modern swains is no more likely to be condemned as a 
Philistine for not reading ‘ The Task ’ with unction, 
than he is to be hung for sheep-stealing, or whipped at 
the cart’s tail for speaking evil of constituted 
authorities ; but the position probably still has its 
perils, and the Marianne Dashwoods of the hour are 
quite capable of putting their admirers on to ‘ Rose 
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Mary,’ or ‘ The Blessed Damosel,’ and then flouting 
their insensibility. The fact, of course, is, that each 
generation has a way of its own, and poets are interest- 
ing because they are the mirrors in which their genera- 
tion saw its own face; and what is more, they are 
magic mirrors, since they retain the power of reflect- 
ing the image long after what was pleased to call 
itself the substance has disappeared into thin air. 

There is no more interesting poet than Cowper, and 
hardly one the area of whose influence was greater. 
No man, it is unnecessary to say, courted popularity 
less, yet he threw a very wide net, and caught a great 
shoal of readers. For twenty years after the publica- 
tion of ‘The Task’ in 1785, his general popularity 
never flagged, and even when in the eyes of the world 
it was eclipsed, when Cowper became, in the opinion 
of fierce Byronians and moss-trocping Northerners, 
‘ a coddled Pope ’ and a milksop, our great, • sober, 
Puritan middle-class took him to their warm firesides 
for two generations more. Some amongst these were 
not, it must be owned, lovers of poetry at all ; they 
liked Cowper because he is full of a peculiar kind of 
religious phraseology, just as some of Burn.s’ country- 
men love Burns because he is full of a peculiar kind 
of strong drink called whisky. This was bad taste ; 
but it made Cowper all the more interesting, as he 
thus became, by a kind of compulsion, the favourite 
because the only poet of all these people’s children ; 
and the children of the righteous 'do not wither like 
the green herb, neither do they beg their bread from 
door to door, but they live in slated houses and are 
known to read at times. No doubt, by the time it 
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came to these children’s children the spell was broken, 
and Cowper went out of fashion when Sunday travel- 
ling and play-going came in again. But his was a 
long run, and under peculiar conditions. Signs and 
tokens are now abroad, whereby the judicious are be- 
ginning to infer that there is a renewed disposition to 
read Cowper and to love him, not for his faults, but 
for his great merits, his observing eye, his playful wit, 
his personal charm. 

Hayley’s ‘ Life of Cowper ’ is now obsolete, though 
since it is adorned with vignettes by Blake it is prized 
by the curious. Hayley was a kind friend to Cowper, 
but he possessed, in a highly developed state, that 
aversion to the actual facts of a case which is unhappily 
so characteristic of the British biographer. Southey’s 
‘ Life ’ is horribly long-winded and stuffed out ; still, 
like Homer’s ‘ Iliad,’ it remains the best. It was long 
excluded from strict circles because of its worldly tone, 
and also because it more than hinted that the Rev, 
John Newton was to blame for his mode of treating 
the poet’s delusions. Its place was filled by the Rev. 
Mr. Grimshaw’s ‘ Life ’ of the poet, which is not a 
nice book. Mr. Benham’s recent ‘ Life,’ to be found 
in the cheap Globe edition of ‘ Cowper’s Poems,’ is 
marvellously good and compressed. Mr. Goldwin 
Smith’s account of the poet in Mr. Morley’s series 
could not fail to be interesting, though it created in 
the minds of some readers a curious sensation of 
immense distance from the object described. Mr. 
Smith seemed to discern Cowper clearly enough, but 
as somebody very far off. This, however, may be 
fancy. 
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The wise man will not trouble the biographers. He 
will make for himself a short list of dates, so that he 
may know where he is at any particular time, and then, 
poking the fire and (his author notwithstanding) lighting 
his pipe — 

‘ Oh, pernicious weed, whose scent the fair annoys — * 

he will read Cowper’s letters. There are five volumes 
of them in Southey’s edition. It would be to exaggerate 
to say you wish there were fifty, but you are, at all 
events, well content there should be five. In the 
course of them Cowper will tell you the story of his 
own life, as it ought to be told, as it alone can be told, 
in the purest of English and with the sweetest of 
smiles. For a combination of delightful qualities, 
Cowper’s letters have no rivals. They are playful, 
witty, loving, sensible, ironical, and, above all, as easy 
as an old shoe. So easy, indeed, that after you have 
read half a volume or so, you begin to think their 
merits have been exaggerated, and that anybody could 
write letters as good as Cowper’s. Even so the man 
who never played billiards, and who sees Mr. Roberts 
play that game, might hastily opine that he, too, could 
go and do likewise. 

To form anything like a fair estimate of Cowper, it 
is wise to ignore as much as possible his mental disease, 
and always to bear in mind the manner of man he 
naturally was. He belonged essentially to the order 
of wags. He was, it is easy to see, r lover of trifling 
things, elegantly finished. He hated noise, contention, 
and the public gaze, but society he ever insisted 
upon. 
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* I praise the Frenchman, his remark was shrewd, 

How sweet, how passing sweet, is solitude ! 

But grant me still a friend in my retreat, 

Whom I may whisper — solitude is sweet,” ’ 

He loved a jest, a barrel of oysters and a bottle of 
wine. His well-known riddle on a kiss is Cowper from 
top to toe : 

• I am just two and two ; I am warm, I am cold, 

And the parent of numbers that cannot be told. 

I aln lawful, unlawful, a duty, a fault, 

I am often sold dear, good for nothing when bought. 

An extraordinary boon, and a matter of course, 

And yielded with pleasure when taken by force.’ 

Why, it is a perfect dictionary of kisses in six lines ! 

Had Cowper not gone mad in his thirty-second year, 
and been frightened out of the world of trifles, we 
should have had another Prior, a wittier Gay, an earlier 
Praed, an English La Fontaine. We do better with 
‘ The Task ’ and the ‘ Lines to Mary,’ but he had a 
light touch, 

‘ not that I design to rob 
Thee of thy birthright, gentle Bob, 

I’or thou art born sole heir and single 
Of dear Mat Prior’s easy jingle. 

Not that I mean while thus I knit 
My threadbare sentiments together. 

To show my genius or my wit. 

When God and you know I have neither. 

Or such as might be better shown 
By letting poetry alone, ’ 

This lightness of touch, this love of trifling, never 
deserted Cowper, not even when the pains of hell gat 
hold of him, and he believed himself the especially 
accursed of God. In 1791, when things were very 
black, we find him writing to his good Dissenting 
friend, the Rev. William Bull (‘ Carissime Taurorum ’), 

13 
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as follows : ‘ Homer, I say, has all my time, except a 
‘ little that I give every day to no very cheering pros- 
‘ pects of futurity. I would I were a Hottentot, or 
‘ even a Dissenter, so that my views of an hereafter 

* were more comfortable. But such as I am, Hope, if 
‘ it please God, may visit even me. Should we ever 
‘ meet again, possibly we may part no more. Then, 
‘ if Presbyterians ever find their way to heaven, you 
‘ and I may know each other in that better world, and 
‘ rejoice in the recital of the terrible things that we 
‘ endured in this. I will wager sixpence with you 
‘ now, that when that day comes you shall acknow- 
‘ ledge my story a more wonderful one than yours ; 
‘ only order your executors to put sixpence in your 
‘ mouth when they bury you, that you may have 

* wherewithal to pay me.’ 

Whilst living in the Temple, which he did for twelve 
years, chiefly, it would appear, on his capital, he 
associated with a race of men, of whom report has 
reached us, called ‘ wits.’ He belonged to the 
Nonsense Club ; he wrote articles for magazines. He 
went to balls, to Brighton, to the play. He went 
once, at all events, to the gallery of the House of 
Commons, where he witnessed an altercation between 
a placeman and an alderman — two well-known types 
still in our midst. The placeman had misquoted 
Terepce, and the alderman had corrected him ; where- 
upon the ready placeman thanked the worthy alderman 
for teaching him Latin, and volunteered in exchange 
to teach the alderman English. Cowper must at this 
time have been a considerable reader, for all through 
life he is to be found quoting his authors, poets, and 
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playwrights, with an easy appositeness, all the more 
obviously genuine because he had no books in the 
country to refer to. ‘ I have no English History,’ he 
writes, ‘ except Baker’s “ Chronicle,” and that I 
‘ borrowed three years ago from Mr. Throckmorton.’ 
This was wrong, but Baker’s ‘ Chronicle ’ (Sir Roger 
de Coverley’s favourite Sunday reading) is not a book 
to be returned in a month. 

After* this easy fashion Cowper acquired what never 
left him — the style and manner of an accomplished 
worldling. 

The story of the poet’s life does not need telling ; 
but as O'ven Meredith says, probably not even for the 
second time, ‘ after all, old things are best.’ Cowper 
was born in the rectory at Great Berkhampstead, in 
1735. His mother dying when he w'as six years old, 
he was despatched to a country academy, where he 
was horribly bullied by one of the boys, the reality of 
whose persecution is proved by one terrible touch in 
his victim’s account of it : ‘ I had such a dread of him, 
‘ that I did not dare lift my eyes to his face. I knew 
‘ him best by his shoe-buckle.’ The odious brute I 
Cowper goes on to say he had forgiven him, which I 
can believe, but when he proceeds to ejaculate a wish 
to meet his persecutor again in heaven, doubt creeps 
in. When ten years old he was sent to Westminster, 
where there is nothing to show that he was otherwise 
than fairly happy he took to his classics very kindly, 
and (so he says) excelled in cricket and football. This 
is evidence, but as Dr. Johnson once confessed about 
the evidence for the immortality of the soul, ‘ one 
‘ would like more.’ He was for some time in the class 



196 


RES JUDICAT.E 

of Vincent Bourne, who, though born in 1695, ^ 

Fellow of Trinity College, Cambridge, ranks high 
amongst the Latin poets. Whether Cowper was 
bullied at Westminster is a matter of controversy. 
Bourne was bullied. About that there can be no doubt. 
Cowper loved him, and relates with delight how on 
one occasion the Duke of Richmond (Burke’s Duke, I 
suppose) set fire to the greasy locks of this latter day 
Catullus, and then, alarmed at the spread of the con- 
flagration, boxed his master’s ears to put it out. At 
eighteen Cowper left Westminster, and after doing 
nothing (at which he greatly excelled) for nine months 
in the country, returned to town, and was articled to 
an attorney in Ely Place, Holborn, for three years. 
At the same time, being intended for the Bar, he was 
entered at the Middle, though he subsequently 
migrated to the Inner Temple. These three years in 
Ely Place Cowper fribbled away agreeably enough. 
He had as his desk-companion Edward Thurlow, the 
most tremendous of men. Hard by Ely Place is 
Southampton Row, and in Southampton Row lived 
Ashley Cowper, the poet’s uncle, with a trio of affable 
daughters, Theodora Jane, Harriet, afterwards Lady 
Hesketh, and a third, who became the wife of Sir 
Archer Croft. According to Cowper, a great deal of 
giggling went on in Southampton Row. He fell in 
love with Theodora, and Theodora fell in love with 
him. He wrote her verses enough to fill a volume. 
She was called Delia in his lays, la 1752, his articles 
having expired, he took chambers in the Temple, and 
in 1754 was called to the Bar. Ashley Cowper, a very 
little man, who used to wear a white hat lined with 
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yellow silk, and was on that account likened by his 
nephew to a mushroom, would not hear of his daughter 
marrying her cousin ; and being a determined little 
man, he had his own way, and the lovers were parted 
and saw one another no more. Theodora Cowper 
wore the willow all the rest of her long life. Her 
interest in her cousin never abated. Through her 
sister. Lady Hesketh, she contributed in later years 
generoifsly to his support. He took the money and 
knew where it came from, but they never wrote to one 
another, nor does her name ever appear in Cowper’s 
correspondence. She became, so it is said, morbid on 
the subject during her latter days, and dying twenty- 
four years after her lover, she bequeathed to a nephew 
a mysterious packet she was known to cherish. It was 
found to contain Cowper’s love-verses. 

In 1756 Cowper’s father died, and the poet’s patri- 
mony proved to be a very small one. He was made 
a Commissioner of Bankrupts. The salary was ^60 
a year. He knew one solicitor, but whether he had a 
brief is not known. He lived alone in his chambers 
till 1763, when, under well-known circumstances, he 
went raving mad, and attempted to hang himself in his 
bedroom, and very nearly succeeded. He was re- 
moved to Dr. Cotton’s asylum, where he remained a 
year. This madness, which in its origin had no more 
to do with religion than it had with the Binomial 
Theorem, ultimate^ took the turn of believing that it 
was the will of God that he should kill himself, and 
that as he had failed to do so he was damned ever- 
lastingly. In this faith, diversified by doubt, Cowper 
must be said henceforth to have lived and died. 
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On leaving St. Albans, the poet, in order to be near 
his only brother, the Rev. John Cowper, Fellow of 
Corpus, Cambridge, and a most delightful man, had 
lodgings in Huntingdon ; and there, one eventful 
Tuesday in 1765, he made the acquaintance of Mary 
Unwin. Mrs. Unwin’s husband, a most scandalously 
non-resident clergyman — whom, however, Cowper 
composedly calls a veritable Parson Adams — was 
living at this time, not in his Norfolk redtory of 
Grimston, but contentedly enough in Huntingdon, 
where he took pupils. Cowper became a lodger in 
the family, which consisted of the rector and his wife, 
a son at Cambridge, and a daughter, also one or two 
pupils. In 1767 Mr. Unwin was thrown from his 
horse and fractured his skull. Church -reformers 
pointed out, at the time, that had the Rector of 
Grimston been resident, this accident could not have 
occurred in Huntingdon. They then went on to say, 
but less convincingly, that Mr. Unwin’s death was 
the judgment of Heaven upon him. Mr. Unwin dead, 
the poet and the widow moved to Olney, where they 
lived together for nineteen years in a tumble-down 
house, and on very slender means. Their attraction 
to Olney was in the fact that John Newton was 
curate -in-charge. Olney was not an ideal place by 
any means. Cowper and Mrs. Unwin lived in no 
fools’ paradise, for they visited the poor and knew the 
manner of their lives. The inhabitants were mostly 
engaged in lace-making and st' aw-plaiting ; they 
were miserably poor, immoral, and drunken. There 
is no idyllic nonsense in Cowper’s poetry. 

In 1773 he had another most violent attack of 
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suicidal mania, and attempted his life more than once. 
Writing in 1786 to Lady Hesketh, Cowper gives her 
an account of his illness, of which at the time she knew 
nothing, as her acquaintance with her cousin was not 
renewed till 1 785 : 

‘ Know then, that in the year ’73, the same scene 
‘ that was acted at St. Albans opened upon me again 
‘ at Olney, only covered with a still deeper shade of 
^ melancholy, and ordained to be of much longer 
‘ duration. I believed that everybody hated me, and 

* that Mrs. Unwin hated me most of all ; was con- 
‘ vinced that all my food was poisoned, together with 
‘ ten thousand megrims of the same stamp. Dr. 

* Cotton was consulted. He replied that he could do 
‘ no more, for me than might be done at Olney, but 
‘ recommended particular vigilance, lest I should 
‘ attempt my life ; a caution for which there was the 
‘ greatest occasion. At the same time that I was 
‘ convinced of Mrs. Unwin’s aversion to me, I could 
‘ endure no other companion. The whole manage- 
‘ ment of me consequently devolved upon her, and a 
‘ terrible task she had ; she performed it, however, 
‘ with a cheerfulness hardly ever equalled on such an 
^ occasion, and I have often heard her say that if ever 
‘ she praised God in her life, it was when she found she 
‘ was to have all the labour. She performed it accord* 
‘ ingly, but as I hinted once before, very much to the 
‘ hurt of her own constitution.' 

Just before thispoutbreak, Cowper and Mrs. Unwin 
had agreed to marry, but after it they felt the subject 
was not to be approached, and so the poor things 
spoke of it no more. Still, it was well they had 
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spoken out, ‘ Love me, and tell me so,’ is a wise 
maxim of behaviour. 

Stupid people, themselves leading, one is glad to 
believe, far duller lives than Cowper and Mary Unwin, 
have been known to make dull, ponderous jokes about 
this menage at Olney — its country walks, its hymn 
tunes, its religious exercises. But it is pleasant to 
note how quick Sainte Beuve, whose three papers on 
Cowper are amongst the glories of the ‘ Canaries de 
Lundi,* is to recognize how much happiness and 
pleasantness was to be got out of this semi-monastic 
life and close social relation. Cowper was indeed the 
very man for it. One can apply to him his own well- 
known lines about the winter season, and crown him 

* King of intimate delights, 

Fireside enjoyments, homeborn happiness.’ 

No doubt he went mad at times. It was a terrible 
affliction. But how many men have complaints of the 
liver, and are as cheerful to live with as the Black 
Death, or Young’s ‘ Night Thoughts.’ Cowper had a 
famous constitution. Not even Dr. James's powder, 
or the murderous practices of the faculty, could under- 
mine it. Sadness is not dulness. 

‘ Dear saints, it is not sorrow, as I hear, 

Nor suffering that shuts up eye and ear 
To all which has delighted them before, 

And lets us be what we were once no more ! 

No ! we may suffer deeply, yet retain 

Power to be moved and soothed, for all our pain. 

By what of old pleased us, and will again. 

No ! ’tis the gradual furnace of the world, 

In whose hot air our spirits are upcurled 
Until they crumble, or else grow like steel, 

Which kills in us the bloom, the youth, the spring, 
Which leaves the fierce necessity to feel, 

But takes away the power — this can avail 
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By drying up our joy in everything, 

To make our former pleasures all seem stale.’ 

I can think of no one to whom these beautiful lines 
of Mr. Arnold’s are so exquisitely appropriate as to 
Cowper. Nothing could knock the humanity out of 
him. Solitude, sorrow, madness found him out, threw 
him down and tore him, as did the devils their victims 
in the days of old ; but when they left him for a season, 
he roseb from his misery as sweet and as human, as 
interested and as interesting as ever. His descriptions 
of natural scenery and country-side doings are 
amongst his best things. He moralizes enough, 
heaven knows ! but he keeps his morality out of his 
descriptions. This is rather a relief after over-doses 
of Wordsworth’s pantheism and Keats’ paganism. 
Cowper’s Nature is plain county Bucks. 

‘ The sheepfold here 

Pours out its fleecy tenants o’er the glebe. 

At first progressive as a stream, they seek 
The middle field ; but scattered by degrees, 

Each to his choice, soon whiten all the land.’ 

The man who wrote that had his eye on the object ; 
but lest the quotation be thought too woolly by a 
generation which has a passion for fine things, I will 
allow myself another : 

‘ Nor rural sights alone, but rural sounds, 

Exhilarate the spirit and restore 
The tone of languid nature, mighty winds 
That sweep the skirt of some far-spreading wood 
Of ancient growth, make music not unlike 
The dash of ocean on his winding shore. 


of rills that slip 

Through the cleft rock, and chiming as they fall 
Upon loose pebbles, lose themselves at length 
In malted grass, that with a livelier green 
Betrays the secret of their silent course. ’ 
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In 1781 began the episode of Lady Austen. That 
lady was doing some small shopping in Olney, in com- 
pany with her sister, the wife of a neighbouring clergy- 
man, when our poet first beheld her. She pleased his 
eye. Whether in the words of one of his early poems 
he made free to comment on her shape I cannot say ; 
but he hurried home and made Mrs. Unwin ask her 
to tea. She came. Cowper was seized with a fit of 
shyness, and very nearly would not go into the room. 
He conquered the fit, went in and swore eternal friend- 
ship. To the very end of her days Mrs. Unwin 
addressed the poet, her true lover though he was, as 
as ‘ Mr. Cowper.’ In a week, Lady Austen and he 
were ‘ Sister Ann ’ and ‘ William ’ one to another. 
Sister Ann had a furnished house in London. She 
gave it up. She came to live in Olney, next door. 
She was pretty, she was witty, she played, she sang. 
She told Cowper the story of John Gilpin, she inspired 
his * Wreck of the Royal George.' ‘ The Task * was 
written at her bidding. Day in and day out, Cowper 
and Lady Austen and Mrs. Unwin w^ere together. 
One turns instinctively to see what Sainte Beuve has 
to say about Lady Austen. ‘ Cetait Lady Austen, 

‘ veuve d’un baronet. Cette rare personne etait douce 
‘ des plus heureux dons ; elle n’etait plus trds-jeune ni 
‘dans la fleur de beaute; elle avait ce qui est mieux, 
‘ une puissance d'attraction et d’enchantement qui 
‘ tenait a la transparence de Tame, une faculte de 
‘reconnaissance, de sensibilite crnur jusqu’ aux larmes 
‘ pour toute marque de bienveillance dont elle etait 
‘Tobjet. Tout en elle exprimait une vivacite pure, 
‘ innocente et tendre. Cetait une creature sympatliiqucy 
‘ et elle devait tout-a-fait justilier dans le cas present 
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‘ ce mot de Bernardin de Saint-Pierre : “Ilya dans 
‘ “ la femme une gaiete legfere qui dissipe la tristesse 
' “ de rhomme.” ’ 

That odd personage, Alexander Knox, who had 
what used to be called a ‘ primitive,’ that is, a fourth- 
century mind, and on whom the Tractarian movement 
has been plausibly grand-fathered, and who was (in- 
congruously) employed by Lord Castlereagh to help 
througii the Act of Union with Ireland, of which we 
have lately heard, but who remained all the time 
primitively unaware that any corruption was going on 
around him — this odd person, I say, was exercised in 
his mind about Lady Austen, of whom he had been 
reading in Hayley’s ‘ Life.’ In October, 1806, he 
writes to Bishop Jebb in a solemn strain : ‘ I have 

* rather a severer idea of Lady A. than I should wish 

* to put into writing for publication. I almost suspect 
‘ she was a very artful woman. But I need not 
‘ enlarge.’ He puts it rather differently from Sainte 
Beuve, but I dare say they both meant much the 
same thing. If Knox meant more it would be neces- 
sary to get angry with him. That Lady Austen fell 
in love with Cowper and would have liked to marry 
him, but found Mrs. Unwin in the way, is probable 
enough ; but where was the artfulness ? Poor Cowper 
was no catch. The grandfather of Tractarianism 
would have been better employed in unmasking the 
corruption amongst which he had lived, than in darkly 
suspecting a live^ lady of designs upon a penniless 
poet, living in the utmost obscurity, on the charity of 
his relatives.'' 

* In the fourth volume of Knox’s ‘Remains,’ in a note on 
page 539, is to be found Lord Castlereagh ’s very strange letter 
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But this state of things at Olney did not last very 
long. ‘ Of course not,’ cackle a chorus of cynics. 
* It could not !’ The Historical Muse, ever averse to 
theory, is content to say, ‘ It did not,’ but as she 
writes the words she smiles. The episode began in 
1781, it ended in 1784. It became necessary to part. 
Cowper may have had his qualms, but he concealed 
them manfully and remained faithful to Mrs. Unwin — 

t 

‘ The patient flower 
Who possessed his darker hour. ’ 

Lady Austen flew away, and afterwards, as if to 
prove her levity incurable, married a Frenchman. 
She died in 1802. English literature owes her a debt of 
gratitude. Her name is writ large over much that is 
best in Cowper’s poetry. Not, indeed, over the very 
best ; that bears the inscription ‘ To Mary/ And it 
was right that it should be so, for Mrs. Unwin had to 
put up with a good deal. 

‘The Task’ and ‘John Gilpin’ were published 
together in 1785, and some of Cowper’s old friends 
(notably Laky Hesketh) rallied round the now known 
poet once more. Lady Hesketh soon begins to fill the 
chair vacated by Lady Austen, and Cowper’s letters 


urging Knox to become the historian and apologist of the Union. 
‘And I really think it would come with great advantage before 

* the world in your name, as you are known to be incapable of 
‘ stating what you do not believe to be true.’ ‘ But,’ says Knox 
himself, 'though I was well acquainted* with the spirit and 
' intention which actuated Lord C, at that time (and I may truly 
‘ say ail the persons in power), yet the evidence I could bear 
' would be limited to my own honest impressions, for of the details 

* of measures or exigencies I could from memory state nothing. ^ 
But to get a nervous saint to puff the Union was a good idea. 
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to her are amongst his most delightful. Her visits to 
Olney were eagerly expected, and it was she who 
persuaded the pair to leave the place for good and all, 
and move to Weston, which they did in 1786. The 
following year Cowper went mad again, and made 
another most desperate attempt upon his life. Again 
Mary Unwin stood by the poor maniac’s side, and 
again she stood alone. He got better, and worked 
away af his translation of Homer as hard and wrote 
letters as charming as ever. But Mrs. Unwin was 
well-nigh worn out. Cowper published his Homer by 
subscription, and must be pronounced an adept in the 
somewhat ignoble art of collecting subscribers. I am 
not sure that he could not have given Pope points. 
Pope had- a great acquaintance, but he had barely 
six hundred subscribers. Cowper scraped together 
upwards of five hundred. As a beggar he was 
unabashed. He quotes in one of his letters, and applies 
to himself patly enough. Ranger’s observation in the 
‘ Suspicious Husband ‘ There is a degree of assurance 
‘ in you modest men, that we impudent fellows 
‘ can never arrive at !’ The University of Oxford 
was, however, too much for him. He beat her portals 
in vain. She had but one answer, ‘ We subscribe to 
‘ nothing.’ Cowper was very angry, and called 
her ‘ a rich old vixen.’ She did not mind. The book 
appeared in 1791. It has many merits, and remains 
unread. 

The clouds now gathered heavily over the biography 
of Cowper. Mrs. Unwin had two paralytic strokes; 
the old friends began to torture one another. She 
was silent save when she was irritable, indifferent 
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except when exacting. At last, not a day too soon, 
Lady Hesketh came to Weston. They were moved 
into Norfolk — but why prolong the tale ? Mrs. Unwin 
died at East Dereham on the 17th of December, 1796. 
Thirty-one years had gone since the poet and she first 
met by chance in Huntingdon. Cowper himself died 
in April, 1800. His last days were made physically 
comfortable by the kindness of some Norfolk cousins, 
and the devotion of a Miss Perowne. But hd^died in 
wretchedness and gloom. 

The * Castaway ’ was his last original poem : 

‘ I therefore purpose not or dream 
Descanting on his fate, 

To give the melancholy theme 
A more enduring date ; 

But misery still delights to trace 
Its semblance in another’s case.’ 

Everybody interested in Cowper has of course to 
make out, as best he may, a picture of the poet for 
his own use. It is curious how sometimes little 
scraps of things serve to do this better than deliberate 
efforts. In 1800, the year of Cowper's death, his 
relative, a Dr. Johnson, wrote a letter to John New- 
ton, sending good wishes to the old gentleman, and to 
his niece. Miss Catlett ; and added : ‘ Poor dear Mr. 
‘ Cowper, oh that he were as tolerable as he was, even 
‘ in those days when, dining at his house in Bucking- 
‘ hamshire with you and that lady, 1 could not help 
‘ smiling to see his pleasant face wl^en he said, ‘‘ Miss 
‘ “ Catlett, shall I give you a piece of cutlet ?” ’ It was 
a very small joke indeed, and it is a very humble little 
quotation, but for me it has long served, in the mind’s 
eye, for a vignette of the poet, doomed yet debonnaire. 
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Romney’s picture, with that frightful nightcap and 
eyes gleaming with madness, is a pestilent thing one 
would forget if one could. Cowper’s pleasant face 
when he said, ‘ Miss Catlett, shall I give you a piece 
* of cutlet ?’ is a much more agreeable picture to find 
a small corner for in one’s memory. 



GEORGE BORROW 

M r. ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON, in his 
delightful ‘ Memories and Portraits,’ takes 
occasion to tell us, amongst a good many other things 
of the sort, that he has a great fancy for ‘ The Bible 
in Spain,’ by Mr. George Borrow. He has not, 
indeed, read it quite so often as he has Mr. George 
Meredith’s ‘ Egoist,’ but still he is very fond of it. It 
is interesting to know this, interesting, that is, to the 
great Clan Stevenson who owe suit and service to their 
liege lord ; but so far as Borrow is concerned, it does 
not matter, to speak frankly, two straws. The author 
of ‘ Lavengro,’ ‘ The Romany Rye,* ‘ The Bible in 
Spain,’ and ‘Wild Wales’ is one of those kings of 
literature who never need to number their tribe. His 
personality will always secure him an attendant com- 
pany, who, when he pipes, must dance. A queer 
company it is too, even as was the company he kept 
himself, composed as it is of saints and sinners, gentle 
and simple, master and man, mistresses and maids ; 
of those who, learned in the tongues, nave read every- 
thing else, and of those who have read nothing else 
and do not want to. People there are for whom 
Sorrow’s books play the same part as did horses and 

?n8 
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dogs for the gentleman in the tall white hat whom 
David Copperfield met on the top of the Canterbury 
coach. ‘ ^Orses and dorgs,’ said that gentlemen, ‘ is 
‘ some men’s fancy. They are wittles and drink to 
‘ me, lodging, wife and children, reading, writing, and 
‘ ’rithmetic, snuff, tobacker, and sleep/ 

Nothing, indeed, is more disagreeable, even offen- 
sive, than to have anybody else’s favourite author 
thrust d(>wn your throat. ‘ Love me, love my dog,’ is 
a maxim of behaviour which deserves all the odium 
Charles Lamb has heaped upon it. Still, it would be 
hard to go through life arm-in-arm with anyone who 
had stuck in the middle of ‘ Guy Mannering,’ or had 
bidden a final farewell to Jeannie Deans in the barn 
with the robbers near Gunnerly Hill in Lincolnshire. 
But, oddly enough. Borrow excites no such feelings. 
It is quite possible to live amicably in the same house 
with a person who has stuck hopelessly in the middle 
of ‘ Wild Wales,’ and who braves it out (what impu- 
dence!) by the assertion that the book is full of things 
like this: ‘Nothing w'orthy of commemoration took 
‘ place during the two following days, save that myself 
‘ and family took an evening walk on the Wednesday 
‘ up the side of the Berwyn, for the purpose of botan- 
‘ izing, in which we were attended by John Jones. 

‘ There, amongst other plants, we found a curious 
‘ moss which our good friend said was called in Welsh 
‘ Corn Carw, or deer’s horn, and which he said the 
‘ deer were very fond of. On the Thursday he and I 
‘ started on an expedition on foot to Ruthyn, distant 
‘ about fourteen miles, proposing to return in the 
* evening.’ 
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The book is full of things like this, and must be 
pronounced as arrant a bit of book-making as ever 
was. But judgment is not always followed by execu- 
tion, and a more mirth-provoking error can hardly be 
imagined than for anyone to suppose that the admission 
of the fact — sometimes doubtless a damaging fact — 
namely, book-making, will for one moment shake the 
faithful in their certitude that ‘ Wild Wales ’ is a 
delightful book ; not so delightful, indeed, as ‘ Lavengro,’ 
‘ The Romany Rye,’ or ‘ The Bible in Spain,’ but still 
delightful because issuing from the same mint as they, 
stamped with the same physiognomy, and bearing the 
same bewitching description. 

It is a mercy the people we love do not know how 
much we must forgive them. Oh the liberties they 
would take, the things they would do, were it to be 
revealed to them that their roots have gone far too 
deep into our soil for us to disturb them under any 
provocation whatsoever ! 

George Borrow has to be forgiven a great deal. 
The Appendix to ‘ The Romany Rye ’ contains an 
assault upon the memory of Sir Walter Scott, of 
which every word is a blow. It is savage, cruel, 
unjustifiable. There is just enough of what base men 
call truth in it, to make it one of the most powerful 
bits of devil’s advocacy ever penned. Had another 
than Borrow written thus of the good Sir Walter, 
some men would travel far to spit upon his tomb. 
Quick and easy would have been his descent to the 
Avernus of oblivion. His books, torn from the shelf, 
should have long stood neglected in the shop of the 
second-hand, till the hour came for them to seek the 
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stall, where, exposed to wind and weather, they should 
dolefully await the sack of the paper-merchant, whose 
holy office it should be to mash them into eternal pulp. 
But what rhodomontade is this ! No books are more, 
in the vile phrase of the craft, ‘ esteemed ’ than 
Borrow’s. The prices demanded for the early editions 
already impinge upon the absurd, and are steadily 
rising. The fact is, there is no use blinking it, man- 
kind cannot afford to quarrel with George Borrow, and 
will not do so. It is bad enough what he did, but 
when we remember that whatever he had done, we 
must have forgiven him all the same, it is just possible 
to thank Heaven (feebly) that it was no worse. He 
might have robbed a church ! 

Borrow .is indeed one of those lucky men who, in 
Bagehot’s happy phrase, ‘ keep their own atmosphere,’ 
and as a consequence, when in the destined hour the 
born Borrovian — for men are born Borrovians, not 
made — takes up a volume of him, in ten minutes 
(unless it be ‘ Wild Wales,’ and then twenty must be 
allowed) the victory is won ; down tumbles the stan- 
dard of Respectability which through a virtuous and 
perhaps long life has braved the battle and the breeze; 
up flutters the lawless pennon of the Romany Chal, 
and away skims the reader’s craft over seas, hitherto 
untravelled, in search of adventures, manifold and 
marvellous, nor in vain. 

If one was in search of a single epithet most 
properly descripti^^ of Borrow’s effect upon his reader, 
perhaps it would best be found in the word ‘ con- 
‘ tagious.’ He is one of the most ‘ catching ’ of our 
authors. The most inconsistent of men, he compels 
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those who are born subject to his charm to share his 
inconsistencies. He was an agent of the Bible Society, 
and his extraordinary adventures in Spain were 
encountered, so at least his title-page would have us 
believe, in an attempt to circulate the Scriptures in the 
Peninsula. He was a sound Churchman, and would 
have nothing to do with Dissent, even in Wild Wales, 
but he had also a passion for the ring. Mark his 
devastations. It is as bad as the pestilence. A gentle 
lady, bred amongst the Quakers, a hater of physical 
force, with eyes brimful of mercy, was lately heard to 
say, in heightened tones, at a dinner- table, where the 
subject of momentary conversation was a late prize- 
fight : ‘ Oh ! pity was it that ever corruption should 
‘ have crept in amongst them.’ ‘ Amongst whom ?* 
inquired her immediate neighbour. ' Amongst the 
‘ bruisers of England,’ was the terrific rejoinder. 
Deep were her blushes — and yet how easy to forgive 
her ! The gentle lady spoke as one does in dreams ; 
for, you must know, she was born a Borrovian, and 
only that afternoon had read for the first time the 
famous twenty-fifth chapter of ‘ Lavengro ’ : 

‘But what a bold and vigorous aspect pugilism 
‘ w'ore at that time! And the great battle w'asjust 
‘ then coming off ; the day had been decided upon, and 
‘ the spot — a convenient distance from the old town 
‘ (Norwich) ; and to the old town were now flocking 
‘ the bruisers of England, men of tremendous renown. 

‘ Let no one sneer at the bruisers of England ; 

‘ what were the gladiators of Rome or the bull 
‘ fighters of Spain, in its palmiest days, compared 
*to England’s bruisers? Pity that ever corruption 
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* should have crept in amongst them — but of 
‘ that I wish not to talk. There they come, the 
‘ bruisers from far London, or from wherever else they 
‘ might chance to be at the time, to the great rendez- 
‘ vous in the old city ; some came one way, some 
‘ another : some of tip-top reputation came with peers 
‘ in their chariots, for glory and fame are such fair 
‘ things that even peers are proud to have those invested 
‘ therewith by their sides ; others came in their own 
‘ gigs, driving their own bits of blood ; and I heard 
‘ one say : I have driven through at a heat the whole 
‘ ‘‘ hundred and eleven miles, and only stopped to bait 
‘ “ twice !’* Oh ! the blood horses of old England ! 
‘ but they too have had their day — for everything 
‘ beneath the sun there is a season and a time. . . . 
‘ So the bruisers of England are come to be present 

* at the grand fight speedily coming off ; there they 
‘ are met in the precincts of the old town, near the field 

* of the chapel, planted with tender saplings at the 

* restoration of sporting Charles, which are now become 
‘ venerable elms, as high as many a steeple ; there 
‘ they are met at a fitting rendezvous, where a retired 
‘ coachman with one leg keeps an hotel and a bowling- 
‘ green. I think I now see them upon the bowling-green, 
‘ the men of renown, amidst hundreds of people 

* with no renown at all, who gaze upon them with 
‘timid wonder. Fame, after all, is a glorious thing, 
‘though it lasts only for a day. There's Cribb, the 
‘ champion of England, and perhaps the best man in 
‘ England — there he is, with his huge, massive figure, 

* and face wonderfully like that of a lion. There is 
‘ Belcher the younger — not the mighty one, who is 
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‘ gone to his place, but the Teucer Belcher, the most 

* scientific pugilist that ever entered a ring, only want- 
‘ ing strength to be — I won’t say what. . . . But how 
‘ shall I name them all ? They were there by dozens, 
‘ and all tremendous in their way. There was Bull- 
‘dog Hudson and fearless Scroggins, who beat the 
‘ conqueror of Sam the Jew. There was Black Rich- 
‘ mond — no, he was not there, but I knew him well. 
‘ He was the most dangerous of blacks, ever! with a 
‘ broken thigh. There was Purcell, who could never 
‘ conquer till all seemed over with him. There was — 

* what ! shall I name thee last ? Ay, why not ? I 
‘ believe that thou art the last of all that strong family 

* still above the sod, where may’st thou long continue 
‘ — true piece of English stuff, Tom of Bedford, sharp 
‘ as Winter, kind as Spring !’ 

No wonder the gentle lady was undone. It is as 
good as Homer. 

Diderot, it will be remembered, once wrote a cele- 
brated eulogium on Richardson, which some have 
thought exaggerated, because he says in it that, on the 
happening of certain events, in themselves improbable, 
he would keep ‘ Clarissa ’ and ‘ Sir Charles ’ on the 
same shelf with the writings of Moses, Homer, Euri- 
pides, and Sophocles. Why a literary man should not 
be allowed to arrange his library as he chooses, without 
being exposed to so awful a charge as that of exaggera- 
tion, it is hard to say. But no doubt the whole 
eulogium is pitched in too high a key for modern ears ; 
still, it contains sensible remarks, amongst them this 
one : that he had observed that in a company where 
the writings of Richardson were being read, either 



GEORGE BORROW 215 

privately or aloud, the conversation became at once 
interesting and animated. Books cannot be subjected 
to a truer test. Will they bear talking about ? A 
parcel of friends can talk about Borrow’s books for 
ever. The death of his father, as told in the last 
chapter of ‘ Lavengro.’ Is there anything of the kind 
more affecting in the library ? Somebody is almost 
sure to say, ‘ Yes, the death of Le Fevre in “ Tristram 
‘ “ Shandy.” ’ A third, who always (provoking crea- 
ture) likes best what she read last, will wax eloquent 
over the death of the little princess in Tolstoi’s great 
book. The character-sketch of Borrow’s elder brother, 
the self-abnegating artist who declined to paint the 
portrait of the Mayor of Norwich because he thought 
a friend of his could do it better, suggests De Quincey’s 
marvellous sketch of his elder brother. And then, 
what about Benedict Moll, Joey tlie dog-fancier of 
Westminster, and that odious wretch the London pub- 
lisher ? Yo’i had need to be a deaf mute to avoid 
taking part in a conversation like this. Who was 
Mary Fulcher ? All the clocks in the parish will have 
struck midnight before that (]uestion has been answered. 
It is not to take a gloomy view of the world to say that 
there are few pleasanter things in it than a good talk 
about George Borrow. 

For invalids and delicate persons leading retired 
lives, there are no books like Borrow’s. Lassitude 
and Languor, horrid hags, simply pick up their trailing 
skirts and scuttle oitt of any room into which he enters. 
They cannot abide him. A single chapter of Borrow 
is air and exercise; and, indeed, the exercise is not 
always gentle. ‘ I feel,’ said an invalid, laying down 
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‘The Bible in Spain/ as she spoke, upon the counter- 
pane, ‘ as if I had been gesticulating violently for the 
‘ space of two hours.* She then sank into deep sleep, 
and is now hale and hearty. Miss Martineau, in her 
‘ Life in the Sick Room,’ invokes a blessing upon the 
head of Christopher North. But there were always 
those who refused to believe in Miss Martineau's 
illness, and certainly her avowed preference for the 
man whom Macaulay in his wrath, writing to Napier 
in Edinburgh, called ‘your grog-drinking, cock-fighting, 
‘ cudgel-playing Professor of Moral Philosophy,* is cal- 
culated to give countenance to this unworthy suspicion. 
It was an odd taste for an invalid who, whilst craving 
for vigour, must necessarily hate noise. Borrow is a 
vigorous writer, Wilson a noisy one. It. was, how- 
ever, his ‘ Recreations,* and not the ‘ Noctes Am- 
‘ brosianae,’ that Miss Martineau affected. Still the 
‘ Recreations,* are noisy too, and Miss Martineau 
must find her best excuse, and I am determined to 
find an excuse for her — for did she not write the 
‘Feats on the Fiord*? — in the fact that when she 
wrote her ‘ Life in the Sick Room * (a pleasant little 
book to read when in rude health), Borrow had pub- 
lished nothing of note. Had he done so, she would 
have been of my way of thinking. 

How much of Borrow is true and how much is 
false, is one of those questions which might easily set 
all mankind by the ears, but for the pleasing circum- 
stance that it does not matter a dvimp. Few things 
are more comical than to hear some douce body, 
unread in Borrow, gravely inquiring how far his word 
may be relied upon. The sole possible response takes 
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the exceptionable shape of loud peals of laughter. 
And yet, surely, it is a most reasonable question, or 
query, as the Scotch say. So it is ; but after you 
have read your author you won’t ask it — you won’t 
want to. The reader can believe what he likes, and 
as much as he likes. In the old woman on London 
Bridge and her convict son, in the man in black (how 
unlike Goldsmith’s !), in the ‘ Flaming Tinman,’ in 
Ursiihif the wife of Sylvester. There is but one 
person in whom you must believe, every hour of the 
day and of the night, else are you indeed unworthy — 
you must believe in Isopel Berners. A stranger and 
more pathetic figure than she is not to be seen flitting 
about in the great shadow-dance men call their life. 
Born and bred though she was in a workhouse, where 
she learnt to read and sew, fear God, and take her 
own part, a nobler, more lovable woman never crossed 
man’s path. Her introduction to her historian was 
quaint. ‘ I’efore I could put myself on my guard, she 
‘ struck me a blow on the face, which had nearly 
‘ brought me to the ground.’ Alas, poor Isopel ! 
Borrow returned the blow, a deadlier, fiercer blow, 
aimed not at the face but at the heart. Of their life 
in the Dingle let no man speak ; it must be read in 
the last chapters of ‘ Lavengro,’ and the early ones 
of ‘ The Romany Rye.’ Borrow was certainly irritat- 
ing. One longs to shake him. He was what children 
call ‘a tease.’ He teased poor Isopel with his con- 
founded philolog/. Whether he simply made a mis- 
take, or whether the girl was right in her final surmise, 
that he was ‘ at the root mad,’ who can say ? He 
oftered her his hand, but at too late a stage in the 
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proceedings. Isopel Berners left the Dingle to go to 
America, and we hear of her no more. That she lived 
to become a happy ‘ house-mother,’ and to start a line 
of brave men and chaste women, must be the prayer 
of all who know what it is to love a woman they have 
never seen. Of the strange love-making that went on 
in the Dingle no idea can or ought to be given save 
from the original. 

‘ Thereupon I descended into the Dingle, t Belle 
‘ was sitting before the fire, at which the kettle was 
‘ boiling. “ Were you waiting for me ?” I inquired. 
‘ “ Yes,” said Belle, “ I thought you would come, and 
‘ “ I waited for you.” “ That was very kind,” said I. 

‘ “ Not half so kind,” said she, “ as it was of you to 
‘ “ get everything ready for me in the dead of last 
‘ “ night, when there was scarcely a chance of my 
‘ “ coming.” The tea-things were brought forward, 

‘ and we sat down. “ Have you been far ?” said Belle. 
‘“Merely to that public-house,” said I, “to which 
‘ “ you directed me on the second day of our acquain- 
‘ “ tance.” “ Young men should not make a habit of 
‘ “ visiting public-houses,” said Belle ; “ they are bad 
‘ “ places.” “ They may be so to some people,” said 
‘ I, “ but I do not think the worst public-house in 
‘ “ England could do me any harm.” “ Perhaps you 
‘ “ are so bad already,” said Belle with a smile, “ that 
‘ “ it would be impossible to spoil you.” “ How dare 
‘ “ you catch at my words ?” said I ; “ come, I will 
‘ “ make you pay for doing so — yoti shall have this 
‘ “ evening the longest lesson in Armenian which I 
‘ “ have yet inflicted upon you.” “ You may well say 
‘ “ inflicted,” said Belle, “ but pray spare me. I do 
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‘ “ not wish to hear anything about Armenian, espe- 
‘ “ cially this evening.” Why this evening ?” said 
‘ I. Belle made no answer. ‘‘ I will not spare you,” 
‘ said I ; “ this evening I intend to make you con- 
‘ “jugate an Armenian verb.” “ Well, be it so,” said 
‘ Belle, “ for this evening you shall command.” “To 
‘“command is hramahyel,” said I. “Ram her ill 
‘ “ indeed,” said Belle, “ I do not wish to begin with 
‘“that?” “No,” said I, “as we have come to the 
‘ “ verbs we will begin regularly : hramahyel is a verb 
‘ “ of the second conjugation. We will begin with 
‘ “ the first.” “ First of all, tell me,” said Belle, 
‘“what a verb is?” “A part of speech,” said I, 
‘ “ which, according to the dictionary, signifies some 
‘ “ action or passion ; for example, ‘ I command you, or 
‘ ‘ I hate you.’ ” “ I have given you no cause to hate 

‘ “ me,” said Belle, looking me sorrowfully in the face. 

‘ “ I was merely giving two examples,” said I, “ and 
‘“neither was directed at you. In those examples, 
‘ “ to command and hate are verbs. Belle, in Armenian 
‘ “ there are four conjugations of verbs; the first ends 
‘“in al, the second in yel, the third in oul, and the 
‘ “ fourth in il. Now, have you understood me ?” 

‘ “ I am afraid, indeed, il will all end ill,” said Belle. 

‘ “ Hold your tongue !” said I, “ or you will make me 
‘“lose my patience.” “You have already made me 
‘ “ nearly lose mine,” said Belle. “ Let us have no 
‘“unprofitable interruptions,” said I. “The con- 
‘ “jugations of tfie Armenian verbs are neither so 
‘ “ numerous nor so difficult as the declensions of the 
‘ “ nouns. Hear that and rejoice. Come, we will 
‘ “ begin with the verb hntal, a verb of the first con- 
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‘ “ jugation, which signifies to rejoice; Come along : 
‘“hntam, I rejoice; hntas, thou rejoicest. Why 
‘ “ don’t you follow, Belle ?” 

‘ “ I am sure I don’t rejoice, whatever you may do,” 
‘said Belle. “The chief difficulty, Belle,” said I, 

‘ “ that I find in teaching you the Armenian grammar 
‘ “ proceeds from your applying to yourself and me 
‘ “ every example I give. Rejoice, in this instance, 

‘ “ is merely an example of an Armenian verb of the 
‘ “ first conjugation, and has no more to do with your 
‘ “ rejoicing than lal, which is also a verb of the first 
‘ “ conjugation, and which signifies to weep, would 
‘ “ have to do with your weeping, provided I made 
‘ “ you conjugate it. Come along ; hntam, I rejoice ; 

‘ “ hntas, thou rejoicest; hnta, he rejoices; hntamk, 
‘“we rejoice. Now repeat those words.” “ I can’t 
‘ “ bear this much longer,” said Belle. “ Keep your- 
‘“self quiet,” said I. “ I wish to be gentle with you, 

‘ “ and to convince you, vve will skip hntal, and also, 

‘ “ for the present, verbs of the first conjugation, and 
‘ “ proceed to the second. Belle, I will now select 
‘ “ for you to conjugate the prettiest verb in Armenian, 
‘ “ not only of the second, but also of all the four con- 

* “ jugations. That verb is siriel. Here is the present 

* “ tense : siriem, siries, sire, siriemk, siriik, sirien. 
‘ “ Come on. Belle, and say siriem,” Belle hesitated. 
‘ “ Pray oblige me. Belle, by saying siriem.” Belle 
‘still appeared to hesitate. “You must admit. Belle, 
‘ “ that it is softer than hntam.” " “ It is so,” said 
‘ Belle, “and to oblige you I will say siriem.” “ Very 
‘ “ well indeed. Belle,” said I, “ and now to show you 
‘ “ how verbs act upon pronouns in Armenian, 1 will 
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‘ “ say siriem zkiez. Please to repeat siriem zkiez.” 
‘ “ Siriem zkiez,” said Belle ; “ that last word is very 
‘ “ hard to say.’’ “ Sorry that you think so, Belie,” 
‘said T. “Now, please to say siria zis.” Belle did 
‘ so. “ Exceedingly well,” said 1. “ Now say girani 

‘ “th& sireir zis.” “ Girane thfe sireir zis,” said Belle. 
‘ “ Capital !” said I. “ You have now said, I love you 
‘ “ — love me. Ah ! would that you would love me !’* 

‘ “ And 1 have said all these things ?” said Belle. 
‘ “ Yes,” said I. “ You have said them in Armenian.” 
‘ “ I would have said them in no language that I under- 
‘ “ stood,” said Belle. “ And it was very wrong of you 
‘ “ to take advantage of my ignorance, and make me 
‘ “ say such things?” “ Why so ?” said I. “ If you 
‘ “ said them, I said them too.” ’ 

' Was ever woman in this humour wooed ?’ 

It is, I believe, the opinion of the best critics that 
‘The Bible in Spain ’ is Borrow’s masterpiece. It 
very likely is -o. At the present moment I feel myself 
even more than usually disqualified for so grave a 
consideration, by my over-powering delight in its dear 
deluding title. A (juarter of a century ago, in all 
decent homes, a boy’s reading was, by the stern decree 
of his elders, divided rigorously, though at the same 
time it must be admitted crudely, into Sunday books 
and week-day books. ‘ What have you got there ?' 
has before now been an inquiry addressed on a Sunday 
afternoon to som6 youngster, suspiciously engrossed 
in a book. ‘ Oh, “The Bible in Spain,” would be the 
reply. ‘ It is written by a Mr. Borrow, you know, 

' and it is all about ’ — then the title-page would come 
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in useful) ‘ his attempts to “ circulate the Scriptures 
‘ “ in the Peninsula !” ’ ‘ Indeed ! Sounds most suit- 

‘ able,’ answers the gulled authority, some foolish 
sisters’-governess or the like illiterate, and 'moves off. 
And then the happy boy would wriggle in his chair, 
and, as if thirsting to taste the first fruits of his wile, 
hastily seek out a streaky page, and there read, for 
perhaps the hundredth time, the memorable words ; 

' “ Good are the horses of the Moslems,” «aid my 
‘ old friend ] “ where will you find such ? They will 
‘ “ descend rocky mountains at full speed, and neither 
‘ “ trip nor fall ; but you must be cautious with the 
‘ “ horses of the Moslems, and treat them with kind- 
‘ “ ness, for the horses of the Moslems are proud, and 
‘ “ they like not being slaves. When they are young 
‘ “ and first mounted, jerk not their mouths with your 
‘ “ bit, for be sure if you do, they will kill you ; sooner 
‘ “ or later, you will perish beneath their feet. Good 
‘“are our horses, and good our riders. Yea, very 
‘ “ good are the Moslems at mounting the horse ; who 
‘ “ are like them ? I once saw a Frank rider compete 
' “ with a Moslem on this beach, and at first the Frank 
‘ “ rider had it all his own way, and he passed the 
‘ “ Moslem, but the course was long, very long, and 
the horse of the Frank rider, which was a Frank 
‘ “ horse also, panted ; but the horse of the Moslem 
‘ “ panted not, for he was a Moslem also, and the 
‘ “ Moslem rider at last gave a cry, and the horse 
‘ “ sprang forward and he overtook the Frank horse, 

‘ “ and then the Moslem rider stood up in his saddle. 

‘ “ How did he stand ? Truly he stood on his head, 

‘ “ and these eyes saw him ; he stood on his head in 
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‘ “ the saddle as he passed the F rank rider ; and he 
‘“cried ha! ha! as he passed the Frank rider ; and 
‘ “ the Moslem horse cried ha ! ha ! as he passed the 
‘ “ Frank breed, and the Frank lost by a far distance. 
‘ “ Good are the Franks, good their horses ; but better 
‘ “ are the Moslems, and better the horses of the 
‘ “ Moslems.” ’ 

That boy, as he lay curled up in his chair, doting 
over the enchanted page, knew full well, else had he 
been no Christian boy, that it was not a Sunday book 
which was making his eyes start out of his head ; yet, 
reckless, he cried, ‘ ha ! ha !’ and read on, and as he 
read he blessed the madcap Borrow for having called 
his romance by the sober-sounding, propitiatory title 
of ‘ The Bible in Spain ’ ! 

' Creeds pass, rites change, no altar standeth whole.’ 

In a world of dust and ashes it is a foolish thing to 
prophesy immortality, or even a long term of years, 
for any fellow-mortal. Good luck does not usually 
pursue such predictions. England can boast few 
keener, better-qualified critics than that admirable 
woman, Mrs. Barbauld, or, not to dock her of her 
accustomed sizings, Mrs. Anna Laetitia Barbauld. 
And yet what do we find her saying ? ‘ The young 

‘ may melt into tears at “ Julia Mandeville,” and “ The 
‘ “ Man of Feeling,” the romantic will shudder at 
‘ “ Udolpho,” but those of mature age who know what 
‘ human nature fs, will take up again and again Dr. 
‘ Moore’s “ Zeluco.” ’ One hates to contradict a lady 
like Mrs. Barbauld, or to speak in terms of deprecia- 
tion of any work of Mrs. Radcliffe’s, whose name is 
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still as a pleasant savour in the nostrils ; therefore I 
will let “ Udolpho ” alone. As for Henry Mackenzie’s 
“ Man of Feeling,” what was good enough for Sir 
Walter Scott ought surely to be good enough for us, 
most days. I am no longer young, and cannot there- 
fore be expected to melt into tears at ‘ J ulia Mandeville,’ 
but here my toleration is exhausted. Dr. Moore’s 
‘ Zeluco ’ is too much ; maturity has many ills to bear, 
but repeated perusals of this work cannot fairly be 
included amongst them. 

Still, though prediction is to be avoided, it is impos- 
sible to feel otherwise than very cheerful about George 
Borrow. His is a good life. Anyhow, he will outlive 
most people, and that at all events is a comfort. 



CARDINAL NEWMAN 
I. 

T here are some men whose names are insepar- 
ably and exclusively associated with movements; 
there are others who are for ever united in human 
memories with places ; it is the happy fortune of the 
distinguished man whose name is at the top of this 
page to be able to make good both titles to an estate 
in our minds and hearts ; for whilst his fierce intellec- 
tual energy made him the leader of a great movement, 
his rare and exquisite tenderness has married his name 
to a lovely place. Whenever men's thoughts dwell 
upon the revival of Church authority in England and 
America dining this century, they will recall the Vicar 
of St. Mary’s, Oxford, who lived to become a Cardinal 
of Rome, and whenever the lover of all things that 
are (luiet and gentle and true in life and literature 
visits Oxford, he will find himself wondering whether 
snap-dragon still grows outside the windows of the 
rooms in Trinity where once lived the author of the 
‘ Apologia.' 

The Rev. John Wesley was a distinguished man, if 
ever there was one, and his name is associated with a 
movement certainly as remarkable as, and a great 
deal more useful than, the one connected with the 
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name of Newman. Wesley’s great missionary tours 
in Devon and Cornwall, and the wild, remote parts of 
Lancashire, lack no single element of sublimity. To 
this day the memories of those apostolic journeys are 
green and precious, and a source of strength and joy : 
the portrait of the eager preacher hangs up in almost 
every miner’s cottage, whilst his name is pronounced 
with reverence by a hundred thousand lips. ‘ You 
‘ seem a very temperate people here,’ once observed a 
thirsty pedestrian (who was, indeed, none other than 
the present writer) to a Cornish miner ; ‘ how did it 
‘ happen ?’ He replied solemnly, raising his cap, 
‘ There came a man amongst us once, and his name 
‘ was John Wesley.’ Wesley was an Oxford man, 
but he is not much in men’s thoughts as they visit 
that city of enchantment. Why is this ? It is because, 
great as Wesley was, he lacked charm. As we read 
his diaries and letters, we are interested, we are moved, 
but we are not pleased. Now, Oxford pleases and 
charms. Therefore it is, that when we allow ourselves 
a day in her quadrangles we find ourselves thinking of 
Dr. Newman and his Trinity snap-dragon, and how 
the Rev. William James, ‘ .some time in the year 1823,’ 
taught him the doctrine of Apostolic Succession in 
the course of a walk round Christchurch Meadow, 
rather than of Wesley and his prayer- meetings at 
Lincoln, which were proclaimed by the authorities as 
savouring of sedition. 

A strong personal attachment f'f the kind which 
springs up from reading an author, which is distilled 
through his pages, and turns his foibles, even his 
follies, into pleasant things we would not for the world 
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have altered, is apt to cause the reader who is thus 
affected to exaggerate the importance of any intellec- 
tual movement with which the author happened to be 
associated. There are, I know, people who think this 
is notably so in Dr. Newman’s case. Crusty men are 
to be met with, who rudely say they have heard enough 
of the Oxford movement, and that the time is over for 
penning ecstatic paragraphs about Dr. Newman’s 
personaJ appearance in the pulpit at St. Mary’s. I 
think these crusty people are wrong. The movement 
was no doubt an odd one in some of its aspects — it 
wore a very academic air indeed ; and to be academic 
is to be ridiculous, in the opinion of many. Our great 
Northern towns lived their grimy lives, amidst the 
whirl of thpir machinery, quite indifferent to the move- 
ment. Our huge Nonconformist bodies knew no more 
of the University of Oxford in those days than they 
did of the University of Tubingen. This movement 
sent no missionaries to the miners, and its tracts were 
not of the kind that are served suddenly upon you in 
the streets like legal process, but were, in fact, bulky 
treatises stuffed full of the dead languages. London, 
of course, heard about the movement, and, so far as 
she was not tickled by the comicality of the notion of 
anything really important happening outside her cab- 
radius, was irritated by it. Mr. Henry Rogers poked 
heavy fun at it in the Edinburgh Revieiv. Mr. Isaac 
Taylor wrote two volumes to prove that ancient 
Christianity was a tirivelling and childish superstition, 
and in the opinion of some pious Churchmen succeeded 
in doing so. But for the most part people left the 
movement alone, unless they happened to be Bishops 
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or very clerically connected. ‘ The bishops,’ says Dr. 
Newman, ' began charging against us.’ But bishops’ 
charges are amongst the many seemingly important 
things that do not count in England. It is said to be 
the duty of an archdeacon to read his bishop’s charge, 
but it is undoubted law that a mandamus will not be 
granted to compel him to do so. 

But notwithstanding this aspect of the case, it was 
a genuine thought-movement in propagating which 
these long-coated parsons, with their dry jokes, strange 
smiles, and queer notions were engaged. They used 
to drive about the country in gigs, from one parsonage 
to another, and leave their tracts behind them. They 
were not concerned with the flocks — their message 
was to the shepherds. As for the Dissenters, they 
had nothing to say to them, except that their very 
presence in a parish was a plenary argument for the 
necessity of the movement. 

The Tractarians met with the usual fortune of those 
who peddle new ideas. Some rectors did not want to 
be primitive — more did not know what it meant ; but 
enough were found pathetically anxious to read a 
meaning into their services and offices, to make it 
plain that the ‘Tracts’ really were ‘for’ and not 
‘ against ’ the times. 

The great plot, plan, or purpose, call it what you 
will, of the Tractarian movement was to make Church- 
men believe with a personal conviction that the Church 
of England was not a mere Natioral Institution, like 
the House of Commons or the game of cricket, but a 
living branch of that Catholic Church which God had, 
from the beginning, endowed with sacramental gifts 
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and graces, with a Priesthood apostolically descended, 
with a creed, precise and specific, which it was the 
Church’s duty to teach and man’s to believe, and with 
a ritual and discipline to be practised and maintained 
with daily piety and entire submission. 

These were new ideas in 1833. When Dr. Newman 
was ordained in 1824, he has told us, he did not look 
on ordination as a sacramental rite, nor did he ascribe 
to baptism any supernatural virtue. 

It cannot be denied that the T ractarians had their 
work before them. But they had forces on their side. 

It is always pleasant to rediscover the meaning of 
words and forms which have been dulled by long 
usage. This is why etymology is so fascinating. By 
the natural.bent of our minds we are lovers of what- 
ever things are true and real. We hanker after facts. 
To get a grip of reality is a pleasure so keen — most of 
our faith is so desperate a ‘ make-believe,’ that it is 
not to be wondered at that pious folk should have 
been found who rejoiced to be told that what they had 
been saying and doing all the years of their lives 
really had a meaning and a history of its own. One 
would have to be very unsympathetic not to perceive 
that the time we are speaking of must have been 
a very happy one for many a devout soul. The dry 
bones lived — formal devotions were turned into joyous 
acts of faith and piety. The Church became a Living 
Witness to the Truth. She could be interrogated — 
she could answer. 'The old calendar was revived, and 
Saint’s Day followed Saint’s Day, and season season, 
in the sweet procession of the Christian Year. Pretty 
girls got up early, made the sign of the Cross, and. 
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unseated by devils, tripped across the dewy meadows 
to Communion. Grave men read the Fathers, and 
found themselves at home in the Fourth Century. 

A great writer had, so it appears, all unconsciously 
prepared the way for this Neo-Catholicism. Dr. 
Newman has never forgotten to pay tribute to Sir 
Walter Scott. 

Sir Walter’s work has proved to be of so permanent 
a character, his insight into all things Scotch 'so deep 
and true, and his human worth and excellence so rare 
and noble, that it has hardly been worth while to 
remember the froth and effervescence he at first 
occasioned ; but that he did create a movement in the 
Oxford direction is certain. He made the old Catholic 
times interesting. He was not indeed, like the Trac- 
tarians, a man of ' primitive ’ mind ; but he was 
romantic, and it all told. For this we have the 
evidence not only of Dr. Newman (a very nice ob- 
server), but also of the delightful, the bewitching, the 
never sufficiently - to - be - praised George Borrow — 
Borrow, the Friend of Man, at whose bidding lassitude 
and languor strike their tents and flee ; and health 
and spirits, adventure and human comradeship, take 
up the reins of life, whistle to the horses, and away 
you go ! 

Borrow has indeed, in the Appendix to ‘The Romany 
‘ Rye,’ written of Sir Walter after a fashion for which 
I hope he has been forgiven. A piece of invective 
more terrible, more ungenerous, more savagely and 
exultingly cruel, is nowhere to be found. I shudder 
when I think of it. Had another written it, nothing 
he ever wrote should be in the same room with the 
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‘ Heart of Midlothian,’ ‘ Red-gauntlet,’ and * The 
‘ Antiquary.’ I am not going to get angry with George 
Borrow. I say at once — I cannot afford it. But 
neither am 1 going to quote from the Appendix. God 
forbid ! I can find elsewhere what will suit my pur- 
pose just as well. Readers of ‘ Lavengro ’ will re- 
member the Man in Black. It is hard to forget him, 
the scandalous creature, or his story of the iron- 
monger's daughter at Birmingham ‘ who screeches 
‘ to the piano the Lady of the Lake’s hymn to the 
‘ Virgin Mary, always weeps when Mary Queen of 
‘ Scots is mentioned, and fasts on the anniversary of 
‘ the death of that very wise martyr, Charles I. Why, 

‘ .said the Man in Black, I would engage to convert 
‘ such an idiot to popery in a week, were it worth my 
‘ trouble. O Cavaliere Gualterio, avete fatto molto in 
‘ favore della Santa Sede.’ 

Another precursor was Coleridge, who (amongst 
other things) called attention to the writings of the 
earlier Anglican divines — some of whom were men of 
primitive tempers and Catholic aspirations. Andrews 
and Laud, Jackson, Bull, Hammond and Thorndyke 
— sound divines to a man — found the dust brushed off 
them. The second-hand booksellers, a wily and obser- 
vant race, became alive to the fact that though Paley 
and Warburton, Horsley and Hoadley, were not 
worth the brown paper they came wrapped up in, seven- 
teenth-century theology would bear being marked high. 

Thus was the long Polar Winter that had befallen 
Anglican theology broken up, and the icebergs began 
moving about after a haphazard and even dangerous 
fashion — but motion is always something. 
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What has come to the movement ? It is hard to 
say. Its great leader has written a book of fascinating 
interest to prove that it was not a genuine Anglican 
movement at all ; that it was foreign to the National 
Church, and that neither was its life derived from, 
nor was its course in the direction of, the National 
Church. But this was after he himself had joined 
the Church of Rome. Nobody, however, ventured to 
contradict him, nor is this surprising when we jremem- 
ber the profusion of argument and imagery with which 
he supported his case. 

A point was reached, and then things were allowed 
to drop. The Church of Rome received some distin- 
guished converts with her usual well-bred composure, 
and gave them little things to do in their new places. 
The ‘Tracts for the Times,’ neatly bound, repose on 
many shelves. Tract No. 90, that fierce bomb-shell 
which once scattered confusion through clerical circles, 
is perhaps the only bit of Dr. Newman’s writing one 
does not, on thinking of, wish to .sit down at once to 
re-read. The fact is that the movement, as a move- 
ment with a terminus ad quern, was fairly beaten by a 
power fit to be matched with Rome herself — John 
Bullism. John Bull could not be got to assume a 
Catholic demeanour. When his judges denied that 
the grace of baptism was a dogma of his faith. Bull, 
instead of behaving as did the people of Milan when 
Ambrose was persecuted by an Arian Government, 
was hugely pleased, clapped his thigh, and exclaimed, 
through the mouth of Lord John Rmssell, that the 
ruling was ‘ sure to give general satisfaction,’ as indeed 
it did. 
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The work of the movement can still be seen in the 
new spirit that has descended upon the Church of 
England and in the general heightening of Church 
principles ; but the movement itself is no longer to be 
seen, or much of the temper or modes of thought of 
the Tractarians. The High Church clergyman of to- 
day is no Theologian — he is an Opportunist. The 
Tractarian took his stand upon Antiquity — he laboured 
his poir^fs, he was always ready to prove his Rule of 
I'aith and to define his position. His successor, 
though he has appropriated the results of the struggle, 
does not trouble to go on waging it. He is as a rule 
no great reader — you may often search his scanty 
library in vain for the works of Bishop Jackson. 
Were you to ask for them, it is quite possible he would 
not know to what bishop of that name you were 
referring. He is as hazy about the Hypostatic Union 
as are many laymen about the Pragmatic Sanction. 
He is all for the People and for filling his Church. 
The devouring claims of the Church of Rome do not 
disturb his peace of mind. He thinks it very rude of 
her to dispute the validity of his orders — but, then, 
foreigners are rude ! And so he goes on his, hard- 
working way, with his high doctrines and his early 
services, and has neither time nor inclination for 
those studies that lend support to his priestly preten- 
sions. 

This temper of mind has given us peace in our time, 
and has undoubtedJy promoted the cause of Temper- 
ance and other good works ; but some day or another 
the old questions will have to be gone into again, and 
the Anglican claim to be a Church, Visible, Continuous, 
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Catholic, and Gifted, investigated — probably for the 
last time. 

Cynics may declare that it will be but a storm in a 
teacup — a dispute in which none but ‘ women, priests, 
‘ and peers ’ will be called upon to take part — but it is 
not an obviously wise policy to be totally indifferent to 
what other people are thinking about — simply because 
your own thoughts are running in other directions. 

But all this is really no concern of mine. Mty object 
is to call attention to Dr. Newman’s writings from a 
purely literary point of view. 

The charm of Dr. Newman’s style necessarily baffles 
description : as well might one seek to analyze the 
fragrance of a flower, or to expound in words the 
jumping of one’s heart when a beloved friend 
unexpectedly enters the room. It is hard to describe 
charm. Mr. Matthew Arnold, who is a poet, gets 
near it ; 

* And what but gentleness untired. 

And what but noble feeling warm, 

Wherever seen, howe'er inspired, 

Is grace, is charm ?’ 

One can, of course, heap on words. Dr. Newman’s 
style is pellucid, it is animated, it is varied ; at times 
icy cold, it oftener glows with a fervent heat ; it 
employs as its obedient and well-trained servant a vast 
vocabulary, and it does so always with the ease of the 
educated gentleman, who by a sure instinct ever 
avoids alike the ugly pedantry of the book-worm, the 
forbidding accents of the lawyer, and the stiff conceit 
of the man of scientific theory. Dr. Newman’s sen- 
tences sometimes fall upon the ear like well-considered 
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and final judgments, each word being weighed and 
counted out with dignity and precision ; but at other 
times the demeanour and language of the judge are 
hastily abandoned, and, substituted for them, we 
encounter the impetuous torrent — the captivating 
rhetoric, the brilliant imagery, the frequent examples, 
the repetition of the same idea in different words, of 
the eager and accomplished advocate addressing men 
of like passions with himself. 

Dr. Newman always aims at effect, and never misses 
it. He writes as an orator speaks, straight at you. 
His object is to convince, and to convince by engaging 
your attention, exciting your interest, enlivening your 
fancy. It is not his general practice to address the 
pure reason. He knows (he well may) how little 
reason has to do with men’s convictions. ‘ I do not 
‘ want,’ he says, * to be converted by a smart 
‘ syllogism.’ In another place he observes : ‘ The 
‘ heart is commonly reached not through the reason — 
‘ but through the imagination by means of direct 
‘ impressions, by the testimony of facts and events, by 
‘ history and by description. Persons influence us, 
‘ voices melt us, books subdue us, deeds inflame us.’ 
I have elsewhere ventured upon a comparison between 
Burke and Newman. Both men, despite their subtlety 
and learning and super-refinement, their love of fine 
points and their splendid capacity for stating them in 
language so apt as to make one’s admiration breathless, 
took very broad, £oinmon-sense, matter-of-fact views 
of humanity, and ever had the ordinary man and 
woman in mind as they spoke and wrote. Politics 
and Religion existed, in their opinion, for the benefit 
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of plain folk, for Richard and for Jane, or, in other 
words, for living bundles of hopes and fears, doubts 
and certainties, prejudices and passions. Anarchy 
and Atheism are in their opinion the two great 
enemies of the Human Race. How are they to be 
frustrated and confounded, men and women being 
what they are ? Dr. Newman, recluse though he is, 
has always got the world stretched out before him ; 
its unceasing roar sounds in his ear as does the 
murmur of ocean in the far inland shell. In one of his 
Catholic Sermons, the sixth of his Discourses to Mixed 
Congregations, there is a gorgeous piece of rhetoric in 
which he describes the people looking in at the shop- 
windows and reading advertisements in the newspapers. 
Many of his pages positively glow with light and heat 
and colour. One is at times reminded of Fielding. And 
all this comparing, and distinguishing, and illustrating, 
and appealing, and describing, is done with the 
practised hand of a consummate writer and orator. 
He is as subtle as Gladstone, and as moving as 
Erskine ; but whereas Gladstone is occasionally 
clumsy, and Erskine was frequently crude, Newman 
is never clumsy, Newman is never crude, but always 
graceful, always mellowed. 

Humour he possesses in a marked degree. A quiet 
humour, of course, as befits his sober profession and 
the gravity of the subjects on which he loves to dis- 
course. It is not the humour that is founded on a 
lively sense of the incongruous. Thi^ kind, though 
the most delightful of all, is apt, save in the hands of 
the great masters, the men whom you can count upon 
your fingers, to wear a slightly professional aspect. 



CAREilNAL NEWMAN 


237 


It happens unexpectedly, but all the same we expect 
it to happen, and we have got our laughter ready. 
Newman’s quiet humour always takes us unawares, 
and is accepted gratefully, partly on account of its 
intrinsic excellence, and partly because we are glad to 
find that the 

* Pilgrim pale with Paul’s sad girdle bound ’ 

has room for mirth in his heart. 

In sarcasm Dr. Newman is pre-eminent. Here his 
extraordinary powers of compression, which are little 
short of marvellous in one who has also such a talent 
for expansion, come to his aid and enable him to 
squeeze into a couple of sentences pleadings, argument, 
judgment, and execution. Had he led the secular life, 
and adopted a Parliamentary career, he would have 
been simply terrific, for his weapons of offence are 
both numerous and deadly. His sentences stab — his 
invective destroys. The pompous high-placed im- 
becile mouthing his platitudes, the wordy sophister 
with his oven full of half-baked thoughts, the ill-bred 
rhetorician with his tawdry aphorisms, the heartless 
hate-producing satirist, would have gone down before 
his sword and spear. But God was merciful to these 
sinners : Newman became a Priest and they Privy 
Councillors. 

.\nd lastly, all these striking (lualities and gifts float 
about in a pleasant atmosphere. As there are some 
days even in England when merely to go out and 
breathe the common air is joy, and when, in con- 
se(iuence, that grim tyrant, our bosom’s lord, 

‘ Sits lightly in bis throne,’ ‘ 
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so, to take up almost any one of Dr. Newman’s books, 
and they are happily numerous — between twenty and 
thirty volumes — is to be led away from ‘ evil tongues,’ 
and the ‘ sneers of selfish men,’ from the mud and 
the mire, the shoving and pushing that gather and 
grow round the pig-troughs of life, into a diviner ether, 
a purer air, and is to spend your time in the company 
of one who, though he may sometimes astonish, yet 
never fails to make you feel (to use Carlyle’s w'ords 
about a very different author), ‘ that you have passed 
‘ your evening well and nobly, as in a temple of wis- 
‘ dom, not ill and disgracefully as in brawling tavern 
‘ supper-rooms with fools and noisy persons.’ 

The tendency to be egotistical noticeable in some 
persons who are free from the faintest taint of egotism 
is a tendency hard to account for — but delightful to 
watch. 

‘ Anything,’ says glorious John Dryden, ‘ though 
‘ ever so little, which a man speaks of himself — in my 
‘ opinion, is still too much.’ A sound opinion most 
surely, and yet how interesting are the personal 
touches we find scattered up and down Dryden’s noble 
prefaces. So with Newman — his dignity, his self- 
restraint, his taste, are all the greatest stickler for a 
stiff upper lip and the consumption of your own smoke 
could desire, and yet the personal note is frequently 
sounded. He is never afraid to strike it when the 
perfect harmony that exists between his character and 
his style demands its sound, and so it has come about 
that we love what he has written because he wrote it, 
and we love him who wrote it because of what he has 
written. 
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I now approach by far the pleasantest part of my 
task, namely, the selection of two or three passages 
from Dr. Newman’s books by way of illustrating what 
I have taken the liberty to say are notable character- 
istics of his style. 

Let me begin with a chance specimen of the pre- 
cision of his language. The passage is from the 
prefatory notice the Cardinal prefixed to the Rev. 
Willianf Palmer’s ‘ Notes of a Visit to the Russian 
‘Church in the Years 1840, 1841.’ It is dated 1882, 
and is consequently the writing of a man over eighty 
years of age : ‘ William Palmer was one of those 
‘ earnest-minded and devout men, forty years since, 
* who, deeply convinced of the great truth that our 
‘ Lord had -instituted, and still acknowledges and pro- 
‘ tects, a V’isible Church — one, individual, and integral; 
‘ Catholic, as spread over the earth. Apostolic, as 
‘ coeval with the Apostles of Christ, and Holy, as 
‘ being the dispenser of His Word and Sacraments — 
‘ considered it at present to exist in three main 
‘ branches, or rather in a triple presence, the Latin, 

‘ the Greek, and the Anglican, these three being one 
‘ and the same Church distinguishable from each other 
‘ by secondary, fortuitous, and local, though important 
‘ characteristics. .A.nd whereas the whole Church in 
‘ its fulness was, as they believed, at once and severally 
‘ Anglican, Greek, and Latin, so in turn each one of 
‘ those three was the whole Church ; whence it fol- 
‘ lowed that, whenever anyone of the three was 
‘ present, the other two, by the nature of the case, 

‘ were absent, and therefore the three could not have 
‘ direct relations with each other, as if they were three 
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‘ substantive bodies, there being no real difference 
‘ between them except the external accident of place. 
‘ Moreover, since, as has been said, on a given terri- 
‘ tory there could not be more than one of the three, it 
‘ followed that Christians generally, wherever they 
‘ were, were bound to recognize, and had a claim to 
‘ be recognized by that one ; ceasing to belong to the 
‘ Anglican Church, as Anglican, when they were at 
‘ Rome, and ignoring Rome, as Rome, wh‘en they 
‘ found themselves at Moscow. Lastly, not to ac- 
‘ knowledge this inevitable outcome of the initial idea 
* of the Church, viz., that it was both everywhere and 
‘ one, was bad logic, and to act in opposition to it was 
‘ nothing short of setting up altar against altar, that is 
‘ the hideous sin of schism, and a sacrilege. This I 
‘ conceive to be the formal teaching of Anglicanism.’ 

The most carefully considered judgments of Lord 
Westbury or Lord Cairns may be searched in vain for 
finer examples of stern accuracy and beautiful aptness 
of language. 

For examples of what may be called Newman’s 
oratorical rush, one has not far to look — though when 
torn from their context and deprived of their conclu- 
sion they are robbed of three-fourths of their power. 
Here is a passage from his second lecture addressed to 
the Anglican Party of 1833. It is on the Life of the 
National Church of England. 

‘ Doubtless the National religion is alive. It is a 
‘ great power in the midst of us, it wields an enormous 
‘ influence ; it represses a hundred foes ; it conducts 
‘ a hundred undertakings ; it attracts men to it, uses 
‘ them, rewards them ; it has thousands of beautiful 
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‘ homes up and down the country where quiet men 
‘ may do its work and benefit its people ; it collects 
‘ vast sums in the shape of voluntary offerings, and 
‘ with them it builds churches, prints and distributes 
‘ innumerable Bibles, books, and tracts, and sustains 
‘ missionaries in all parts of the earth. In all parts of 
‘ the earth it opposes the Catholic Church, denounces 
‘ her as anti-christian, bribes the world against her, 
‘ obstructs her influence, apes her authority, and con- 
‘ fuses her evidence. In all parts of the world it is the 
‘ religion of gentlemen, of scholars, of men of substance, 
‘ and men of no personal faith at all. If this be life, 

* if it be life to impart a tone to the Court and Houses 
‘ of Parliament, to Ministers of State, to law and litera- 
‘ ture, to universities and schools, and to society, if it 
‘ be life to be a principle of order in the population, 

* and an organ of benevolence and almsgiving towards 
‘ the poor, if it be life to make men decent, respect- 
‘ able, and sensible, to embellish and reform the family 
‘ circle, to deprive vice of its grossness and to shed a 
‘ glow over avarice and ambition ; if, indeed, it is the 
‘ life of religion to be the first jewel in the Queen’s 
‘ crown, and the highest step of her throne, then 
‘ doubtless the National Church is replete, it overflows 
‘ with life ; but the question has still to be answered : 

‘ life of what kind ?’ 

For a delightful example of Dr. Newman’s humour, 
which is largely, if not entirely, a playful humour, I 
will remind the reader of the celebrated imaginary 
speech against the British Constitution attributed to 
‘ a member of the junior branch of the Potemkin 
‘ family,* and supposed to have been delivered at 
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Moscow in the year 1850. It is too long for quotation, 
but will be found in the first of the ‘ Lectures on the 
‘ Present Position of Catholics in England.’ The 
whole book is one of the best humoured books in the 
English language. 

Of his sarcasm, the following example, well-known 
as it is, must be given. It occurs in the ‘ Essay on 
‘ the Prospects of the Anglican Church,’ which is re- 
printed from the ‘ British Critic’ in the first. volume 
of the ‘ Essays Critical and Historical.’ 

* In the present day mistiness is the mother of 
‘ wisdom. A man who can set down half a dozen 
‘ general propositions, which escape from destroying 
‘ one another only by being diluted into tniisms, who 
‘ can hold the balance between opposites so skilfully 
‘ as to do without fulcrum or beam, who never enun- 
‘ dates a truth without guarding himself from being 
‘ supposed to exclude the contradictory, who holds 
‘ that Scripture is the only authority — yet that the 
‘ Church is to be deferred to, that faith only justifies, 
‘ yet that it does not justify without works, that grace 
‘ does not depend on the sacraments, yet is not given 

* without them, that bishops are a divine ordinance — 
‘ yet those who have them not are in the same religious 
‘ condition as those who have — this is your safe man 
‘ and the hope of the Church ; this is what the Church 
‘ is said to want, not party men, but sensible, tem- 
‘ perate, sober, well-judging peisons to guide it through 
‘ the channel of No-meaning, betw',.en the Scylla and 
‘ Charybdis of Aye and No. But, alas ! reading sets 

* men thinking. They will not keep standing in that 
‘ very attitude, which you please to call sound Church- 
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‘ of-Englandism or orthodox Protestantism. It tires 
‘ them, it is so very awkward, and for the life of them 
' — they cannot continue in it long together, where 
‘ there is neither article nor canon to lean against — 

‘ they cannot go on for ever standing on one leg, or 
‘ sitting without a chair, or walking with their legs 
‘ tied, or grazing like Tityrus’s stags on the air. Pre- 

* mises imply conclusions — germs lead to develop- 
‘ ments*; principles have issues ; doctrines lead to 

* action.^ 

Of the personal note to which I have made reference, 
no examples need or should be given. Such things 
must nol be transplanted from their own homes. 

‘ The delicate shells lay on the shore ; 

The bubbles of the latest wave 
Fresh pearl to their enamel gave ; 

And the bellowing of the savage sea 
Greeted their safe escape to me. 

1 wiped away the weeds and foam 

And brought my sea-born treasures home : 

I 'Hi the poor, unsightly noisome things 
Mad left their beauty on the shore, 

With the sun and the sand and the wild uproar.’ 

If I may suppose this paper read by someone who 
is not yet acquainted with Newman’s writings, I would 
advise him, unless he is bent on theology, to begin not 
with the ‘ Sermons,’ not even with the ‘ Apologia,’ but 
with the ‘ Lectures on the Present Position of Catholics 
‘ in England.’ Then let him take up the ‘ Lectures 
‘ on the Idea of University,’ and on ‘ University 
‘ Subjects.’ These may be followed by ‘ Discussions 
‘and Arguments,’ after which he will be well dis- 
posed to read the ‘ Lectures on the Difficulties felt by 
‘ Anglicans.’ If after he has despatched these volumes 
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he is not infected with what one of those charging 
Bishops called ' Newmania,’ he is possessed of a devil 
of obtuseness no wit of man can expel. 

Of the strength of Dr. Newman’s philosophical 
position, which he has explained in his ‘ Grammar of 
‘ Assent,’ it would ill become me to speak. He there 
strikes the shield of John Locke. Non nostrum est 
tantas componere Hies. But it is difficult for the most 
ignorant of us not to have shy notions and 'lurking 
suspicions even about such big subjects and great 
men. Locke maintained that a man’s belief in a propo- 
sition really depended upon and bore a relation to 
the weight of evidence forthcoming in its favour. Dr. 
Newman asserts that certainty is a quality of propo- 
sitions, and he has discovered in man ‘ an illative sense ’ 
whereby conclusions are converted into dogmas and a 
measured concurrence into an unlimited and absolute 
assurance. This illative sense is hardly a thing (if I 
may use an expression for ever associated with Lord 
Macaulay) to be cocksure about. Wedges, said the 
mediaeval mechanic to his pupils, split wood by virtue 
of a wood-splitting quality in wedges — but now we 
are indisposed to endow wedges wdth qualities, and if 
not wedges, why propositions ? But the ‘ Grammar 
‘ of Assent ’ is a beautiful book, and with a quotation 
from it I will close my quotations : ‘ Thus it is that 
‘ Christianity is the fulfilment of the promise made to 
‘ Abraham and of the Mosaic revelations ; this is how 
‘ it has been able from the first to occupy the world, 

‘ and gain a hold on every class of human society to 
‘ which its preachers reached ; this is why the Roman 
* power and the multitude of religions which it em- 
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‘ braced could not stand against it ; this is the secret 
‘ of its sustained energy, and its never-flagging mar- 
‘ tyrdoms ; this is how at present it is so mysteriously 
‘ potent, in spite of the new and fearful adversaries 
‘ which beset its path. It has with it that gift of 
‘ stanching and healing the one deep wound of human 
‘ nature, which avails more for its success than a full 
‘ encyclopaedia of scientific knowledge and a whole 
* library of controversy, and therefore it must last 
‘ while human nature lasts.’ 

It is fitting that our last quotation should be one 
which leaves the Cardinal face to face with his faith. 

Dr. N ewman’s poetry cannot be passed over without 
a word, though I am ill fitted to do it justice. ‘ Lead, 
kindly light ’ has forced its way into every hymn-book 
and heart. Those who go, and those who do not go 
to church, the fervent believer and the tired-out sceptic, 
here meet on common ground. The language of the 
verses in their intense sincerity seems to reduce all 
human feelings, whether fed on dogmas and holy rites 
or on man’s own sad heart, to a common denominator. 

‘ The night is dark, and I am far from home, 

Lead Thou me on.' 

The believer can often say no more. The unbeliever 
will never willingly say less. 

Amongst Dr. Newman’s ‘ Verses on Various Occa- 
sions ’ — though in some cases the earlier versions to 
be met with in the ‘ Lyra Apostolica ’ are to be 
preferred to the later — poems will be found by those 
who seek, conveying sure and certain evidence of the 
possession by the poet of the true lyrical gift — though 
almost cruelly controlled by the course of the poet’s 
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thoughts and the nature of his subjects. One is some- 
times constrained to cry, ‘Oh, if he could only get 
‘ out into the wild blowing airs, how his pinions would 
‘sweep the skies!’ but such thoughts are unlicensed 
and unseemly. That we have two such religious poets 
as Cardinal Newman and Miss Christina Rossetti is 
or ought to be matter for sincere rejoicing. 


II. 

To the inveterate truth-hunter there has been much 
of melancholy in the very numerous estimates, hasty 
estimates no doubt, but all manifestly sincere, which 
the death of Cardinal Newman has occasioned. 

The nobility of the pursuit after truth wherever tlie 
pursuit may lead has been abundantly recognized. 
Nobody has been base enough or cynical enough to 
venture upon a sneer. It has been marvellous to 
notice what a hold an unpopular thinker, dwelling 
very far apart from the trodden paths of English life 
and thought, had obtained upon men’s imaginations. 
The ‘ man in the street ’ was to be heard declaring 
that the dead Cardinal was a fine fellow. The news- 
paper-makers were astonished at the interest displayed 
by their readers. How many of these honest mourners, 
asked the Globe, have read a page of Newman’s 
writings? It is a vain incjuiry. Newman’s books 
have long had a large and increasing sale. They 
stand on all sorts of shelves, and wherever they go a 
still, small voice accompanies them. They are .speak- 
ing books ; an air breathes from their pages. 



CARDINAL NEWMAN 247 

* Again I saw and I confess’d 
Thy speech was rare and high, 

And yet it vex’d my burden'd breast, 

And scared I knew not why.’ 

It is a strange criticism that recently declared New- 
man s style to lack individuality. Oddity it lacked, and 
mannerisms, but not, so it seems to us, individuality. 

But this wide recognition of Newman’s charm both 
of character and style cannot conceal from the anxious 
truth-hunter that there has been an almost equally 
wide recognition of the futility of Newman’s method 
and position. 

Method and position ? These were sacred words 
with the Cardinal. But a few days ago he seemed 
securely posed before the world. It cannot surely 
have beep his unrivalled dialectics only that made 
men keep civil tongues in their heads or hesitate to 
try conclusions with him. It was rather, we presume, 
that there was no especial occasion to speak of him 
otherwise than with the respect and affection due to 
honoured age. But when he is dead — it is different. 
It is necessary then to gauge his method and to 
estimate his influence, not as a living man, but as a 
dead one. 

And what has that estimate been? The saintly 
life, the mysterious presence, are admitted, and well- 
nigh nothing else. All sorts of reasons are named, 
some plausible, all cunningly contrived, to account for 
Newman’s quarrel with the Church of his baptism. 
A writer in the Snavdian suggests one, a writer in the 
Times another, a writer in the Saturday Review a third, 
and so on. 

However much these reasons may differ one from 
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another, they all agree in this, that of necessity they 
have ceased to operate. They were personal reasons, 
and perished with the man whose faith and actions 
they controlled. Nobody else, it has been throughout 
assumed, will become a Romanist for the same reasons 
as John Henry Newman. If he had not been brought 
up an Evangelical, if he had learnt German, if he 
had married, if he had been made an archdeacon, all 
would have been different. 

There is something positively terrible in this natural 
history of opinion. All the passion and the pleading 
of a life, the thought and the labour, the sustained 
argument, the library of books, reduced to what ? — 
a series of accidents ! 

Newman himself well knew this aspect of affairs. 
No one’s plummet since Pascal’s had taken deeper 
soundings of the infirmity — the oceanic infirmity — of 
the intellect. What actuary, he asks contemptuously, 
can appraise the value of a man’s opinions ? In how 
many a superb passage does he exhibit the absurd, 
the haphazard fashion in which men and women 
collect the odds and ends, the bits and scraps they are 
pleased to place in the museum of their minds, and 
label, in all good faith, their convictions ! Newman 
almost revels in such subjects. The solemn pom- 
posity which so frequently dignifies with the name of 
research or inquiry feeble scratchings amongst heaps 
of verbosity had no more determined foe than the 
Cardinal. 

But now the same measure is being meted out to 
him, and we are told of a thinker’s life — it is nought. 

He thought he had constructed a way of escape from 
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the City of Destruction for himself and his followers 
across the bridge of that illative sense which turns 
conclusions into assents, and opinions into faiths — but 
the bridge seems no longer standing. 

The writer in the Gwarimw, who attributes Newman’s 
restlessness in the English Church to the smug and 
comfortable life of many of its clergy rather than to 
any special craving after authority, no doubt wrote 
with knpwledge. 

A married clergy seemed always to annoy Newman. 
Readers of ‘ Loss and Gain ’ are not likely to forget the 
famous ‘ pork chop ’ passage, which describes a young 
parson and his bride bustling into a stationer’s shop 
to buy hymnals and tracts. What was once only 
annoyance at some of the ways of John Bull on his 
knees, soon ripened into something not very unlike 
hatred. Never was any invention less hen tvovato than 
that which used to describe Newman as pining after 
the ‘ incomparable liturgy ’ or the ‘ cultured society * 
of the Church of England. He hated ex animo all 
those aspects of Anglicanism which best recommend 
it to Erastian minds. A church of which sanctity is 
not a note is sure to have many friends. 

The Saturday Rcvieiv struck up a fine, national 
tune : 

‘ An intense but narrow conception of personal 
‘ holiness, and personal satisfaction with dogma, ate 
‘ him (Newman) up — the natural legacy of the Evan- 
‘ gelical school ir? which he had been nursed, the 
* great tradition of Tory churchmanship, of pride in 
‘ the Church of England^ as such, of determination to 
‘ stand shoulder to shoulder in resisting the foreigner, 
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‘ whether he came from Rome or from Geneva, from 
‘ Tubingen, or from Saint Sulpice, of the union of all 
‘ social and intellectual culture with theological learn- 
‘ ing — the idea which, alone of all such ideas, has 
‘ made education patriotic, and orthodoxy generous, 
‘ made insufficient appeal to him, and for want of it 
* he himself made shipwreck.* 

Here is John Bullism, bold and erect. If the Ark 
of Peter won’t hoist the Union Jack, John 1^11 must 
have an Ark to himself, with patriotic clergy of his 
own manufacture tugging at the oar, and with nothing 
foreign in the hold save some sound old port. ‘ It 
‘will always be remembered to Newman’s credit,* 
says this same reviewer, ‘ that he knew good wine if 
‘he did not drink much.’ Mark the ‘Ijf^; there is 
much virtue in it. 

We are now provided with two causes of Newman’s 
discomfort in the Church of England — its too comfort- 
able clergy, and its too frequent introduction of the 
lion and the unicorn amongst the symbols of religion 
— both effective causes, as may be proved by many 
passages; but to say that either or both availed to 
drive him out, and compelled him to seek shelter at 
the hands of one whom he had long regarded as a foe, 
is to go very far indeed. 

It should not be overlooked that these minimizers 
of Newman’s influence are all firmly attached for 
different reasons to the institution Newman left. Their 
judgments therefore cannot be atlo’ 'ed to pass un- 
challenged. What Disraeli meant when he said that 
Newman’s secession had dealt the Church of England 
a blow under which it still reeled, was that by this act 
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Newman expressed before the whole world his pro- 
found conviction that our so-called National Church 
was not a branch of the Church Catholic. And this 
really is the point of weakness upon which Newman 
hurled himself. This is the damage he did to the 
Church of this island. Throughout all his writings, 
in a hundred places, in jests and sarcasms as well as 
in papers and arguments, there crops up this settled 
conviction that England is not a Catholic country, 
and that John Bull is not a member of the Catholic 
Church. 

This may not matter much to the British electorate ; 
but to those who care about such things, who rely 
upon the validity of orders and the efficacy of sacra- 
ments, who need a pedigree for their faith, who do 
not agree with Emerson that if a man would be great 
he must be a Nonconformist — over these people it 
would be rash to assume that Newman’s influence is 
spent. The general effect of his writings, the demands 
they awaken, the spirit they breathe, are all hostile to 
Anglicanism. They create a profound dissatisfaction 
with, a distaste for, the Church of England as by law 
established. Those who are affected by this spirit 
will no longer be able comfortably to enjoy the 
maimed rites and practices of their Church. They 
will feel their place is elsewhere, and sooner or later 
they will pack up and go. It is far too early in the 
day to leave Newman out of sight. 

But to end whore we began. There has been scant 
recognition in the Cardinal’s case of the usefulness of 
devoting life to anxious inquiries after truth. It is 
very noble to do so, and when you come to die, the 
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newspapers, from the Times to the Sporting Life, will, 
in the first place, point out, after their superior 
fashion, how much better was this pure-minded and 
unworldly thinker than the soiled politician, full of 
opportunism and inconsistency, trying hard to drown 
the echoes of his past with his loud vociferations, and 
then proceed in a few short sentences to establish 
how out of date is this Thinker’s thought, how false 
his reasoning, how impossible his conciusi9ns, and 
lastly, how dead his influence. 

It is very puzzling and difficult, and drives some 
men to collect butterflies and beetles. Thinkers are 
not, however, to be disposed of by scratches of the 
pen. A Cardinal of the Roman Church is not, to say 
the least of it, more obviously a shipwreck than a 
dean or even a bishop of the English establishment. 
Character, too, counts for something. Of Newman it 
may be said : 

* Fate gave what chance shall not control. 

His sad lucidity of soul.’ 

But the truth-hunter is still unsatisfied. 
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T he news of Mr. Arnold’s sudden death at 
Liverpool struck a chill into many hearts, for 
although a somewhat constrained writer (despite his 
playfulness) and certainly the least boisterous of men, 
he was yet most distinctly on the side of human 
enjoyment. He conspired and contrived to make 
things pleasant. Pedantry he abhorred. He was a 
man of this life and this world. A severe critic of the 
world he indeed was, but finding himself in it and not 
precisely knowing what is beyond it, like a brave and 
true-hearted man he set himself to make the best of 
it. Its sights and sounds were dear to him. The 
‘ uncrumpling fern,’ the eternal moon lit snow, * Sweet 
‘ William with its homely cottage-smell,’ ‘ the red 
‘ grouse springing at our sound,’ the tinkling bells of 
the ‘ high-pasturing kine,’ the vagaries of men, women, 
and dogs, their odd ways and. tricks, whether of mind 
or manner, all delighted, amused, tickled him. Human 
loves, joys, sorrows, human relationships, ordinary 
ties interested him : 

‘ The help in strife, 

The thousand sweet still joys of such 
As hand in hand face earthly life,’ 
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In a sense of the words which is noble and blessed, he 
was of the Earth Earthly. 

In his earlier days Mr. Arnold was much misunder- 
stood. That rowdy Philistine the Daily Telegraph 
called him ‘ a prophet of the kid-glove persuasion,’ 
and his own too frequent iteration of the somewhat 
dandiacal phrase ‘ sweetness and light ’ helped to 
promote the notion that he was a fanciful, finikin 
Oxonian, 

‘ A fine puss gentleman that’s all perfume,’ 

quite unfit for the most ordinary wear and tear of life. 
He was in reality nothing of the kind, though his 
literary style was a little in keeping with this false 
conception. His mind was based on the plainest 
possible things. What he hated most was the fan- 
tastic — the far-fetched, all elaborated fancies, and 
strained interpretations. Pie stuck to the beaten 
track of human experience, and the broader the 
better. He was a plain-sailing man. This is his true 
note. In his much criticized, but as I think admirable 
introduction to the selection he made from Words- 
worth’s poems, he admits that the famous ‘ Ode on 
‘ Intimations of Immortality from Recollections in 
‘ Early Childhood ’ is not one of his prime favourites, 
and in that connection he quotes from Thucydides the 
following judgment on the early exploits of the Greek 
Race and applies it to these intimations of immortality 
in babies : ‘ It is impossible to speak with certainty 
‘ of what is so remote, but from all that we can really 
‘ investigate I should say that they were no very great 
* things.’ 
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This quotation is in Mr. Arnold’s own vein. His 
readers will have no difficulty in calling to mind 
numerous instances in which his dislike of everything 
not broadly based on the generally admitted facts of 
sane experience manifests itself. Though fond — per- 
haps exceptionally fond — of pretty things and sayings, 
he had a severe taste, and hated whatever struck him 
as being in the least degree sickly, or silly, or over- 
heated. • No doubt he may often have considered that 
to be sickly or silly which in the opinion of others 
was pious and becoming. It may be that he was 
over-impatient of men’s flirtations with futurity. As 
his paper on Professor Dowden’s ‘ Life of Shelley ’ 
shows, he disapproved of ‘ irregular relations.’ He 
considered .we were all married to plain Fact, and 
objected to our carrying on a flirtation with mystic 
maybe’s and calling it Religion. Mad it been a man’s 
duty to believe in a specific revelation it would have 
been God’s duty to make that revelation credible. 
Such, at all events, would appear to have been the 
opinion of this remarkable man, who though he had 
even more than his share of an Oxonian’s reverence 
for the great Bishop of Durham, was unable to admit 
the force of the main argument of ‘ The Analogy.’ 
Mr. Arnold was indeed too fond of parading his 
inability for hard reasoning. 1 am not, he keeps 
saying, like the Archbishop of York, or the Bishop of 
Gloucester and Bristol. There was affectation about 
this, for his profesSed inferiority did not prevent him 
from making it almost excruciatingly clear that in his 
opinion those gifted prelates were, whilst exercising 
their extraordinary powers, only beating the air, or in 
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plainer words busily engaged in talking nonsense. 
But I must not wander from my point, which simply 
is that Arnold’s dislike of anything recondite or remote 
was intense, genuine, and characteristic. 

He always asserted himself to be a good Liberal. 
So in truth he was. A better Liberal than many a 
one whose claim to that title it would be thought 
absurd to dispute. He did not indeed care very much 
about some of the articles of the Liberal creed as now 
professed. He had taken a great dislike to the 
Deceased Wife’s Sister Bill. He wished the Church 
and the State to continue to recognize each other. 
He had not that jealousy of State interference in 
England which used to be (it is so no longer) a note 
of political Liberalism. He sympathized with Italian 
national aspirations because he thought it wrong to 
expect a country with such a past as Italy to cast in 
her lot with Austria. He did not sympathize with 
Irish national aspirations because he thought Ireland 
ought to be willing to admit that she was relatively to 
England an inferior and less interesting country, and 
therefore one which had no moral claim for national 
institutions. He may have been right or wrong on 
these points without affecting his claim to be con- 
sidered a Liberal. Liberalism is not a creed, but a 
frame of mind. Mr. Arnold’s frame of mind was 
Liberal. No living man is more deeply permeated 
with the grand doctrine of Equality than was he. He 
wished to see his countrymen and' countrywomen all 
equal : Jack as good as his master, and Jack’s master 
as good as Jack ; and neither talking clap- trap. He 
had a hearty un-English dislike of anomalies and 
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absurdities. He fully appreciated the French Revolu 
tion and was consequently a Democrat. He was not 
a Democrat from irresistible impulse, or from love of 
mischief, or from hatred of priests, or, like the average 
British workman, from a not unnatural desire to get 
something on account of his share of the family in- 
heritance — but all roads lead to Rome, and Mr. Arnold 
was a Democrat from a sober and partly sorrowful 
conviction that no other form of government was 
possible. He was an Educationalist, and Education 
is the true Leveller. His almost passionate cry for 
better middle-class education arose from his annoyance 
at the exclusion of large numbers of this great class 
from the best education the country afforded. It was 
a ticklish job telling this great, wealthy middle class 
— which according to the newspapers had made Eng- 
land what she is and what everybody else wished to 
be — that it was, from an educational point of view, 
beneath contempt. ‘ I hear with surprise,* said Sir 
Thomas Bazley at Manchester, ‘ that the education of 
‘ our great middle class requires improvement.* But 
Mr. Arnold had courage. Indeed, he carried one kind 
of courage to a heroic pitch. I mean the courage of 
repeating yourself over and over again. It is a sound 
forensic maxim : Tell a judge twice whatever you 
want him to hear. Tell a special jury thrice, and a 
common jury half-a-dozen times the view of a case 
you wish them to entertain. Mr. Arnold treated the 
middle class as a cbmmon jury and hammered away 
at them remorselessly and with the most unblushing 
iteration. They groaned under him, they snorted, and 
they sniffed — but they listened, and what was more 
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to the purpose, their children listened, and with filial 
frankness told their heavy sires that Mr. Arnold was 
quite right, and that their lives were dull, and hideous, 
and arid, even as he described them as being. Mr. 
Arnold’s work as a School Inspector gave him great 
opportunities of going about amongst all classes of the 
people. Though not exactly apostolic in manner or 
method, he had something to say both to and of every- 
body. The aristocracy were polite and had ways he 
admired, but they were impotent of ideas and had a 
dangerous tendency to become studiously frivolous. 
Consequently the Future did not belong to them. 
Get ideas and study gravity, was the substance of his 
discourse to the Barbarians, as, with that trick of his 
of miscalling God’s creatures, he had the effrontery to 
dub our adorable nobility. But it was the middle 
class upon whom fell the full weight of his discourse. 
His sermons to them would fill a volume. Their great 
need was culture, which he declared to be a study 
of perfection, the sentiment for beauty and sweetness, 
the sentiment against hideousness and rawness. 
The middle class, he protested, needed to know all 
the best things that have been said and done in the 
world since it began, and to be thereby lifted out of 
their holes and corners, private academies and chapels 
in side streets, above their tenth-rate books and miser- 
able preferences, into the main stream of national 
existence. The lower orders he judged to be a mere 
rabble, and thought it was as ye*" Impossible to predict 
whether or not they would hereafter display any apti- 
tude for Ideas, or passion for Perfection. But in the 
meantime he bade them learn to cohere, and to read 
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and write, and above all he conjured them not to 
imitate the middle classes. 

It is not easy to know everything about everybody, 
and it may be doubted whether Mr. Arnold did not 
over-rate the degree of acquaintance with his country- 
men his peregrinations among them had conferred 
upon him. In certain circles he was supposed to have 
made the completest possible diagnosis of dissent, 
and wa^ credited with being able, after five minutes’ 
conversation with any individual Nonconformist, 
unerringly to assign him to his particular chapel. 
Independent, Baptist, Primitive Methodist, Unitarian, 
or whatever else it might be, and this though they had 
only been talking about the weather. To people who 
know nothing about Dissenters, Mr. Arnold might 
well seem to know everything. However, he did 
know a great deal, and used his knowledge with great 
cunning and effect, and a fine instinctive sense of the 
whereabouts of the weakest points. Mr. Arnold's 
sense for equality and solidarity was not impeded by 
any exclusive tastes or hobbies. Your collector, even 
though it be but of butterflies, is rarely a democrat. 
One of Arnold's favourite lines in Wordsworth was — 

‘ The joy that is in widest commonalty spread.’ 

The collector’s joys are not of that kind. Mr. Arnold 
was not, I believe, a collector of anything. He 
certainly was not of books. I once told him I had 
been reading a pamphlet, written by him in 1859, on 
the Italian Question. He inquired how I came across 
it. I said I had picked it up in a shop. ‘ Oh, yes,* 
said he, < some old curiosity shop, I suppose.’ Nor 
was he joking. He seemed quite to suppose that old 
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books, and old clothes, and old chairs were huddled 
together for sale in the same resort of the curious. 
He did not care about such things. The prices given 
for the early editions of his own poems seemed to tease 
him. His literary taste was broadly democratic. He 
had no mind for fished-up authors, nor did he ever 
indulge in swaggering rhapsodies over second-rate 
poets. The best was good enough for him. ‘The 
‘ best poetry ’ was what he wanted, ‘ a clearer, deeper 
‘ sense of the best in poetry, and of the strength and 
‘ joy to be drawn from it.’ So he wrote in his general 
introduction to Mr. Ward’s ‘ Selections from the 
‘ English Poets.’ The best of everything for everybody. 
This was his gospel and his prayer. 

Approaching Mr. Arnold’s writings more nearly, it 
seems inevitable to divide them into three classes. 
His poems, his theological excursions, and his criti- 
cism, using the last word in a wide sense as including 
a criticism of life and of politics as well as of books 
and style. 

Of Mr. Arnold’s poetry it is hard for anyone who 
has felt it to the full during the most impressionable 
period of life to speak without emotion overcoming 
reason. 

■ Hardly shall I tell my joys and sorrows, 

Hopes and fears, belief and unbelieving.' 

It is easy to admit, in general terms, its limitations. 
Mr. Arnold is the last man in the world anybody 
would wish to shove out of his f Ikce. A poet at all 
points, armed cap-a-pie against criticism, like Lord 
Tennyson, he certainly was not. Nor had his verse 
any share of the boundless vitality, the fierce pulsation, 
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so nobly characteristic of Mr. Browning. But these 
admissions made, we decline to parley any further with 
the enemy. We cast him behind us. Mr. Arnold, 
to those who cared for him at all, was the most useful 
poet of his day. He lived much nearer us than poets 
of his di-stinction usually do. He was neither a 
prophet nor a recluse. He lived neither above us, nor 
away from us. There are two ways of being a recluse 
— a poet may live remote from men, or he may live in 
a crowded street but remote from their thoughts. 
Mr. Arnold did neither, and consequently his verse 
tells and tingles. None of it is thrown away. His 
readers feel that he bore the same yoke as themselves. 
Theirs is a common bondage with his. Beautiful, 
surpassingly beautiful some of Mr. Arnold’s poetry is, 
but we seize upon the thought first and delight in the 
form afterwards. No doubt the form is an extra- 
ordinary comfort, for the thoughts are often, as 
thoughts so widely spread could not fail to be, the 
very thoughts that are too frequently expressed rudely, 
crudely, indelicately. To open Mr. Arnold’s poems is 
to escape from a heated atmosphere and a company 
not wholly free from offence even though composed of 
those who share our opinions — from loud-mouthed 
random talking men into a well-shaded retreat which 
seems able to impart, even to our feverish persuasions 
and crude conclusions, something of the coolness of 
falling water, something of the music of rustling trees. 
This union of thought, substantive thought, with 
beauty of form — of strength with elegance, is rare. I 
doubt very much whether Mr. Arnold ever realized 
the devotedness his verse inspired in the minds of 
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thousands of his countrymen and countrywomen, both 
in the old world and the new. He is not a bulky poet. 
Three volumes contain him. But hardly a page can 
be opened without the eye lighting on verse which at 
one time or another has been, either to you or to some 
one dear to you, strength or joy. The ‘ Buried Life,* 
‘ A Southern Night,* ‘Dover Beach,’ ‘A Wanderer is 
‘ Man from his Birth,’ ‘ Rugby Chapel,’ ‘ Resignation,’ 
How easy to prolong the list, and what a lis’t it is ! 
Their very names are dear to us, even as are the 
names of Mother Churches and Holy Places to the 
Votaries of the old Religion. I read the other day in 
the 5/^^/'a^6>rnewspaper, an assertion that Mr. Arnold’s 
poetry had never consoled anybody. A falser state- 
ment was never made innocently. It may never have 
consoled the writer in the Spectatovy but because the 
stomach of a dram-drinker rejects cold water is no 
kind of reason for a sober man abandoning his morn- 
ing tumbler of the pure element. Mr. Arnold’s poetry 
has been found full of consolation. It would be 
strange if it had not been. It is 

* No stretched metre of an antique song,' 

but quick and to the point. There are finer sonnets 
in the English language than the two following, but 
there are no better sermons. And if it be said that 
sermons may be found in stones, but ought not to be 
in sonnets, I fall back upon the fact which Mr. Arnold 
himself so cheerfully admitted, that the middle classes, 
who in England, at all events, are Mr. Arnold’s chief 
readers, are serious, and love sermons. Some day 
perhaps they will be content with metrical exercises, 
ballades, and roundels. 
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‘ East London. 

‘ ’T was August, and the fierce sun overhead 
Smote on the squalid streets of Bethnal Green, 

And the pale weaver, through his windows seen 
In Spitalfields, look’d thrice dispirited. 

* I met a preacher there I knew, and said : 

“111 and o’erwork’d, how fare you in this scene ?” 

“ Bravely !’’ said he ; “ for 1 of late have been 
Much cheer’d with thoughts of Christ, the living bread/' 

‘ O human soul ! as long as thou canst so 
Set up a mark of everlasting light, 

Atfove the howling senses’ ebb and flow, 

To cheer thee, and to right thee if thou roam — 

Not with lost toil thou labourest through the night ! 

Thou mak’st the heaven thou hop’st indeed thy home.’ 

‘ The Better Part. 

* Long fed on boundless hopes, O race of man, 

How angrily thou spurn’st all simpler fare ' 

“ Christ,’’ some one says, *' was human as we are; 

No judge eyes us from Heaven, our sin to scan , 

‘ We live no more, when we have done our span.” — 

“ Well, then, for Christ,” thou answcrest, “ who can care ? 
From Sin, which Heaven records not, why forbear ? 

Live wc like brutes our life without a plan !” 

‘ So auswerest thou ; but why not rather say : 

“ Hath man no second life ? — Pitch this one high / 

Sits there no judge in Heaven, our sin to see ? 

‘ More strictly, then, the inward judge obey ! 

Vv^as Christ a man like us ^ — Ah I let us try 
If we then, too, can be such men as he ' 

Mr. Arnold’s love of Nature, and poetic treatment 
of Nature, was to many a vexed soul a great joy and 
an intense relief, Mr. Arnold was a genuine Words- 
worthian — being able to read everything Wordsworth 
ever wrote except ‘ Vaudracour and Julia.’ The in- 
fluence of Wordsworth upon him was immense, but 
he was enabled, by the order of his mind, to reject 
with the heartiest goodwill the cloudy pantheism 
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which robs so much* of Wordsworth’s best verse of 
the heightened charm of reality, for, after all, poetry, 
like religion, must be true, or it is nothing. This 
strong aversion to the unreal also prevented Mr. 
Arnold, despite his love of the classical forms, from a 
nonsensical neo-paganism. His was a manlier atti- 
tude. He had no desire to keep tugging at the dry 
breasts of an outworn creed, nor any disposition to go 
down on his knees, or hinktYs*^ as the Scotqh more 
humorously call them, before plaster casts of Venus, 
or even of * Proteus rising from the sea.’ There was 
something very refreshing about this. In the long 
run even a gloomy truth is better company than a 
cheerful falsehood. The perpetual strain of living 
down to a lie, the depressing atmosphere of a circum- 
scribed intelligence, tell upon the system, and the 
cheerful falsehood soon begins to look puffy and 
dissipated, 

* The Youth of Nature. 

* For, oh ! is it you, is it you, 

Moonlight, and shadow, and lake, 

And mountains, that fill us with joy, 

Or the poet who sings you so well ? 


More than the singer are these 


Yourselves and your fellows ye know not ; and me, 
The mateless, the one, will ye know ? 


♦ Hunkers is not Scotch for knees, but it signifies an attitude 
put in Scotland to devotional use. An English clergyman told 
me that when in Scotland in charge of an Episcopalian Chapel 
he has been followed by urchins singing, 

‘ 'Pisky ! Tisky ! say Amen. 

Down on your hunkers and up again.’ 
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Will ye scan me, and read me, and tell 
Of the thoughts that ferment in my breast, 

My longing, my sadness, my joy ? 

Will ye claim for your great ones the gift 
To have rendered the gleam of my skies. 

To have echoed the moan of my seas. 

Uttered the voice of my hills ? 

When your great ones depart, will ye say : 

A ll things have suffered a loss, 

Nature ts hid in thetr grave ? 

‘ Race after race, man after man, 

• Have thought that my secret was theirs, 

Have dream'd that I lived but for them. 

That they were my glory and joy. 

They are dust, they are changed, they are gone ! 

I remain.* 

Whea a poet is dead we turn to his verse with 
quickened feelings. He rests from his labours. We 
still 

‘ Stem across the sea of life by night,* 

and the voice, once the voice of the living, of one who 
stood by our side, has for a while an unfamiliar accent, 
coming to us as it does no longer from our friendly 
earth but from the strange cold caverns of death. 

* Joy comes and goes, hope ebbs and flows 
Like the wave. 

Change doth unknit the tranquil strength of men. 

Love lends life a little grace, 

A few sad smiles ; and then, 

Both are laid in one cold place, 

In the grave. 

‘ Dreams dawn and fly, friends smile and die 
Like spring flowers ; 

Our vaunted life is one long funeral. 

Men dig graves with bitter tears 
For their dead hopes ; and all. 

Mazed with doubts and sick with fears, 

Count the hours. 
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‘ We count the hours ! These dreams of ours, 

False and hollow, 

Do we go hence and find they are not dead ? 

Joys we dimly apprehend, 

Faces that smiled and fled, 

Hopes born here, and born to end. 

Shall we follow ?’ 

In a poem like this Mr. Arnold is seen at his best ; 
he fairly forces himself into the very front ranks. In 
form almost equal to Shelley, or at any rate not so 
very far behind him, whilst of course in reality, in 
wholesome thought, in the pleasures that are afforded 
by thinking, it is of incomparable excellence. 

We die as we do, not as we w’ould. Yet on reading 
again Mr. Arnold’s ‘ Wish,’ we feel that the manner 
of his death was much to his mind. 

‘ A Wish. 

' I ask not that my bed of death 

From bands of greedy heirs be free : 

For these besiege the latest breath 
Of fortune’s favoured sons, not me. 

‘ I ask not each kind soul to keep) 

Tearless, when of my death he hears. 

Let those who will, if any -weep ! 

There are worse plagues on earth than tears. 

‘ I ask but that my death may find 
The freedom to my life denied ; 

Ask but the folly of mankind 

Then— then at last to quit my side. 

‘ Spare me the whispering, crov.'dcd room, 

The friends who cone, and gape, and go , 

The ceremonious air of gloom ~ 

All which makes death a hideous show ’ 

‘ Nor bring to see me cease to live 

Some doctor full of phrase c^nd fame 
To shake his sapient head anu give 
The ill he cannot cure a name, 

* Nor fetch to take the accustom’d toll 
Of the poor sinner bound for death 
His brother doctor of the soul 
To canvass with official bieath 
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‘ The future and its viewless things — 

That undiscover’d mystery 
Which one who feels death’s winnowing wings 
Must needs read clearer, sure, than he ! 

' Bring none of these ; but let me be, 

While all around in silence lies, 

Moved to the window near, and see 
Once more before my dying eyes, 

‘ loathed in the sacred dews of morn, 

The wide aerial landscape spread — 

The world which was ere I was born, 

• The world which lasts when I am dead ; 

‘ Which never was the friend of one, 

Nor promised love it could not give, 

But lit for all its generous sun, 

And lived itself and made us live. 

‘ Then let me gaze — till 1 become 
In soul, with what I gaze on, wed ! 

To feel the universe my home ; 

To have before my mind — instead 

* Of the sick-room, the mortal strife, 

The turmoil for a little breath — 

The pure eternal course of life. 

Not human combatings with death ! 

‘ Thus feeling, gazing, let me grow 

Composed, refresh’d, ennobled, clear— 

Then willing let my spirit go 

To work or wait, elsewhere or here ’’ 

To turn from Arnold's poetry to his theological 
writings — if so grim a name can be given to these 
productions — from ‘ Rugby Chapel ' to ‘ Literature 
and Dogma,* from " Obermann ’ to ‘ God and the 
Bible,' from * limpedocles on Etna ’ to ‘ St. Paul and 
Protestantism,’ is to descend from the lofty table- 
lands, 

* From thg dragon -warder’d fountains 
Where the springs of knowledge are, 

From the watchers on the mountains 
And the bright and morning star,’ 

to the dusty highroad. It cannot, I think, be asserted 
that either the plan or the style of these books was in 
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keeping with their subjects. It was characteristic of 
Mr. Arnold, and like his practical turn of mind, to 
begin * Literature and Dogma ' in the Cornhill Magazine. 
A book rarely shakes off the first draft — ‘ Literature 
and Dogma ’ never did. It is full of repetitions and 
wearisome recapitulations, well enough in a magazine, 
where each issue is sure to be read by many who will 
never see another number, but which disfigure a book. 
The style is likewise too jaunty. Bantering the Trinity 
is not yet a recognized English pastime. Bishop- 
baiting is, but this notwithstanding, most readers of 
‘ Literature and Dogma ’ grew tired of the Bishop of 
Gloucester and Bristol and of his alleged desire to do 
something for the honour of the Godhead long before 
Mr. Arnold showed any signs of weariness. But 
making all these abatements, and fully admitting that 
‘Literature and Dogma’ is not likely to prove per- 
manently interesting to the English reader, it must be 
pronounced a most valuable and useful book, and one 
to which the professional critics and philosophers 
never did justice. The object of ‘ Literature and 
Dogma ’ was no less than the restoration of the use 
of the Bible to the sceptical laity. It was a noble 
object, and it was in a great measure, as thousands 
of quiet people could testify, attained. It was not a 
philosophical treatise. In its own way it was the 
same kind of thing as many of Cardinal Newman’s 
writings. It started with an assumption, namely, that 
it is impossible to believe in the n.iracles recorded in 
the Old and New Testaments. There is no laborious 
attempt to distinguish between one miracle and 
another, or to lighten the burden of faith in any par- 
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ticular. Nor is any serious attempt made to disprove 
miracles. Mr. Arnold did not write for those who 
find no difficulty in believing in the first chapter of 
St. Luke’s gospel, or the sixteenth chapter of St. 
Mark’s, but for those who simply cannot believe a 
word of either the one chapter or the other. Mr. 
Arnold knew well that this inability to believe is apt 
to generate in the mind of the unbeliever an almost 
physical, repulsion to open books which are full of 
supernatural events. Mr. Arnold knew this and 
lamented it. His own love of the Bible was genuine 
and intense. He could read even Jeremiah and 
Habakkuk. As he loved Homer with one side of him, 
so he loved the Bible with the other. He saw how 
men were crippled and maimed through growing up 
in ignorance of it, and living all the days of their lives 
outside its influence. He longed to restore it to them, 
to satisfy them that its place in the mind of man — that 
its educational and moral power — was not due to the 
miracles it records nor to the dogmas that Catholics 
have developed or Calvinists extracted from its pages, 
but to its literary excellence and to the glow and 
enthusiasm it has shed over conduct, self-sacrifice, 
humanity, and holy living. It was at all events a 
worthy object and a most courageous task. It exposed 
him to a heavy cross-fire. The Orthodox fell upon 
his book and abused it, unrestrainedly abused it, for 
its familiar handling of their sacred books. They 
almost grudged Mr. Arnold his great acquaintance 
with the Bible, just as an Englishman might be 
annoyed at finding Moltke acquainted with all the 
roads from Dover to London. This feeling was 
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natural, and on the whole I think it creditable to the 
orthodox party that a book so needlessly pain-giving 
as ‘ Literature and Dogma ’ did not goad them into 
any personal abuse of its author. But they could not 
away with the book. Nor did the philosophical 
sceptic like it much better. The philosophical sceptic 
is too apt to hate the Bible, even as the devil was 
reported to hate holy water. Its spirit condemns him. 
Its devout, heart-stirring, noble language creates an 
atmosphere which is deadly for pragmatic egotism. 
To make men once more careful students of the Bible 
was to deal a blow at materialism, and consequently 
was not easily forgiven. ‘ Why can't you leave the 
* Bible alone ?’ they grumbled. ‘ What have we to do 
‘ with it ?’ But Pharisees and Sadducees do not ex- 
haust mankind, and Mr. Arnold's contributions to the 
religious controversies of his time were very far from 
the barren things that are most contributions, and 
indeed most controversies on such subjects. I believe 
I am right when I say that he induced a very large 
number of persons to take up again and make a daily 
study of the books both of the Old and the New 
Testament. 

As a literary critic Mr. Arnold had at one time a 
great vogue. His ‘ Essays in Criticism,' first pub- 
lished in 1865, ^^de him known to a larger public 
than his poems or his delightful lectures on translating 
Homer had succeeded in doing. He had the happy 
knack of starting interesting subjects and saying all 
sorts of interesting things by the way. There was 
the French Academy, Would it be a good thing to 
have an English Academy ? He started the question 
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himself and answered it in the negative. The public 
took it out of his mouth and proceeded to discuss it 
for itself, always on the assumption that he had 
answered it in the affirmative. But that is the way 
with the public. No sensible man minds it. To set 
something going is the most anybody can hope to do 
in this world. Where it will go to, and what sort of 
moss it will gather as it goes — for despite the proverb 
there is nothing incompatible between moss and 
motion — no one can say. In this volume, too, he 
struck the note, so frequently and usefully repeated, 
of self-dissatisfaction. To make us dissatisfied with 
ourselves, alive to our own inferiority — not absolute, 
but in important respects ; to check the chorus, then 
so loud, of self-approval of our majestic selves; to 
make us understand why nobody who is not an 
Englishman wants to be one— this was another of the 
tasks of this militant man. We all remember how 
Wragg h in custody* The papers on Heine and 
Spinoza and Marcus Aurelius were read with eager- 
ness, with an enjoyment, with a sense of widening 
horizons too rare to he easily forgotten. They were 
light and graceful, but it would, I think, be unjust 
to call them slender. They were not written for 
specialists or even for students, but for ordinary men 
and women, particularly for young men and women, 
who carried away with them from the reading of 
‘ Essays in Criticism ’ something they could not have 
found anywhere dlse, and which remained with them 
for the rest of their days, namely, a way of looking at 
things. A perfectly safe critic Mr. Arnold hardly 
♦ See ‘ Essays in Criticism/ p. 23. 
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was. Even in this volume he fusses too much about 
the De Guerins. To some later judgments of his it 
would be unkind to refer. It was said of the late 
Lord Justice Mellish by Lord Cairns that he went 
right instinctively. That is, he did not flounder into 
truth, Mr. Arnold never floundered, but he some- 
times fell. A more delightful critic of literature we 
have not had for long. What pleasant reading are 
his ‘ Lectures on Translating Homer,’ which ought to 
be at once reprinted. How full of good things ! Not 
perhaps fit to be torn from their contexts, or paraded 
in a commonplace book, but of the kind which give 
a reader joy — which make literature tempting — which 
revive, even in dull middle-age, something of the 
enthusiasm of the love-stricken boy. Then, too, his 
‘ Study of Celtic Literature.’ It does not matter 
much whether you can bring yourself to believe in the 
Eisteddfod or not. In fact Mr. Arnold did not believe 
in it. He knew perfectly well that better poetry is to 
be found every week in the poet’s corner of every 
county newspaper in England than is produced 
annually at the Eisteddfod, You need not even share 
Mr. Arnold’s opinion as to the inherent value of 
Celtic Literature, though this is of course a grave 
question, worthy of all consideration — but his ‘Study ’ 
is good enough to be read for love. It is full of 
charming criticism. Most critics are such savages — 
or, if they are not savages, they are full of fantasies, 
and are capable at any moment of rolling ‘Tom Jones’ 
dull, or Sydney Smith a bore. Mr. Arnold was not a 
savage, and could no more have called ‘Tom Jones’ 
dull or Sydney Smith a bore, than Homer heavy or 
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Milton vulgar. He was no gloomy specialist. He 
knew it took all sorts to make a world. He was alive 
to life. Its great movement fascinated him, even as 
it had done Burke, even as it did Cardinal Newman. 
He watched the rushing stream, the ^ stir of existence,’ 
the good and the bad, the false and the true, with an 
interest that never flagged. In his last words on 
translating Homer he says : ‘ And thus false tendency 
‘as well^as true, vain effort as well as fruitful, go 
‘ together to produce that great movement of life, to 
‘ present that immense and magic spectacle of human 
‘ affairs, which from boyhood to old age fascinates the 
‘ gaze of every man of imagination, and which would 
‘ be his terror if it were not at the same time his 
‘ delight.’ 

Mr. Arnold never succeeded in getting his country- 
men to take him seriously as a practical politician. 
He was regarded as an unauthorized practitioner 
whose prescriptions no respectable chemist would con- 
sent to make up. He had not the diploma of Parlia- 
ment, nor was he able, like the Secretary of an Early 
Closing Association, to assure any political aspirant 
that he commanded enough votes to turn an election. 
When Mr. John Morley took occasion after Mr. Arnold’s 
death to refer to him in Parliament, the name was 
received respectfully but coldly. And yet he was 
eager about politics, and had much to say about 
political questions. His work in these respects was 
far from futile. What he said was never inept. It 
coloured men’s thoughts, and contributed to the for- 
mation of their opinions far more than even public 
meetings. His introduction to his ‘ Report on Popular 

18 
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‘ Education in France,’ published in i86i, is as instruc- 
tive a piece of writing as is to be found in any 
historical disquisition of the last three decades. The 
paper on ‘ My Countrymen ’ in that most amusing 
book ‘ Friendship’s Garland ’ (which ought also to be 
at once reprinted) is full of point. 

But it is time to stop. It is only possible to stop 
where we began. Matthew Arnold is dead. He would 
have been the last man to expect anyone to grow 
hysterical over the circumstance, and the first to de- 
nounce any strained emotion. 11 n'y a pas d’homnie 
necessaire. No one ever grasped this great, this com- 
forting, this cooling, this self-destroying truth more 
cordially than he did. As I write the words, I 
remember how he employed them in his preface to 
the second edition of ‘ Essays in Criticism,’ where he 
records a conversation, I doubt not an imaginary one, 
between himself and a portly jeweller from Cheapside 
— his fellow-traveller on the Woodford branch of the 
Great Eastern line. The traveller was greatly per- 
turbed in his mind by the murder then lately 
perpetrated in a railway carriage by the notorious 
Muller. Mr. Arnold plied him with consolation. 
‘ Suppose the worst to happen,’ I said, ‘ suppose even 
‘ yourself to be the victim — ii n’y a pas d'homme necessaire 
‘ — we should miss you for a day or two on the Wood- 
‘ ford Branch, but the great mundane movement would 
‘ still go on, the gravel walks o'" your villa would still 
‘ be rolled, dividends would still be paid at the bank, 
‘ omnibuses would still run, there would still be the 
‘ old crush at the corner of Fenchurch Street.’ 
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And so it proves for all — for portly jewellers and 
lovely poets. 

‘ The Pillar still broods o’er the fields 
Which border Ennerdale Lake, 

And Egremont sleeps by the sea — 

Nature is fresh as of old, 

Is lovely ; a mortal is dead.’ 

11 . 

Lord Boron’s antipathies were, as a rule, founded on 
some sound human basis, and it may well be that he 
was quite right for hating an author who was all author 
and nothing else. He could not have hated Matthew 
Arnold on that score, at all events, though perhaps he 
might have found some other ground for gratifying a 
feeling very, dear to his heart. Mr. Arnold was many 
other things as well as a poet, so many other things 
that we need sometimes to be reminded that he was a 
poet. He allowed himself to be distracted in a variety 
of ways, be poured himself out in many strifes; 
though not exactly eager, he was certainly active. He 
discoursed on numberless themes, and was interested 
in many things of the kind usually called ‘ topics.* 
Personally, we cannot force ourselves to bewail his 
agility, this leaping from bough to bough of the tree 
of talk and discussion. It argues an interest in things, 
a wide-eyed curiosity. If you lind yourself in a village 
fair you do well to examine the booths, and when you 
l)ring your purchases home, the domestic authority 
will be wise not to scan too severely the trivial wares 
never meant to please a critical taste or to last a life- 
time. Mr. Arnold certainly brought home some very 
queer things from his village fair, and was perhaps too 
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fond of taking them for the texts of his occasional 
discourses. But others must find fault, we cannot. 
There is a pleasant ripple of life through Mr. Arnold’s 
prose writings. His judgments are human judgments. 
He did not care for strange, out-of-the-way things ; he 
had no odd tastes. He drank wine, so he once said, 
because he liked it — good wine, that is. And it was 
the same with poetry and books. He liked to under- 
stand what he admired, and the longer it toork him to 
understand anything the less disposed he was to like 
it. Plain things suited him best. What he hated 
most was the far-fetched. He had the greatest respect 
for Mr. Browning, and was a sincere admirer of much 
of his poetry, but he never made the faintest attempt 
to read any of the poet’s later volumes. The reason 
probably was that he could not be bothered. Hazlitt, 
in a fine passage descriptive of the character of a 
scholar, says : ‘ Such a one lives all his life in a dream 
‘ of learning, and has never once had his sleep broken 
‘ by a real sense of things.’ Mr. Arnold had a real 
sense of things. The writings of such a man could 
hardly fail to be interesting, whatever they might be 
about, even the burial of Dissenters or the cock of a 
nobleman’s hat. 

But for all that we are of those who, when we name 
the name of Arnold, mean neither the headmaster of 
Rugby nor the author of ‘ Culture and Anarchy ’ and 
* Literature and Dogma,’ but the poet who sang, not, 
indeed, with Wordsworth, ‘The vOonder and bloom of 
the world,’ but a severer, still more truthful strain, a 
life whose secret is not joy, but peace. 

Standing on this high breezy ground, we are not 
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disposed to concede anything to the enemy, unless, 
indeed, it be one somewhat ill-defended outpost con- 
nected with metre. The poet’s ear might have been 
a little nicer. Had it been so, he would have spared 
his readers an occasional jar and a panegyric on Lord 
Byron’s poetry. There are, we know, those who regard 
this outpost we have so lightly abandoned as the 
citadel. These rhyming gentry scout what Arnold 
called tlte terrible sentence passed on a French poet — 
il dit tout ce qu'il veut, mais malheureusement il n’a rien a 
dire. They see nothing terrible in a sentence which 
does but condemn them to nakedness. Thought is 
cumbersome. You skip best with nothing on. But 
the sober-minded English people are not the country- 
men of Milton and Cowper, of Crabbe and Wordsworth, 
for nothing. They like poetry to be serious. We are 
fond of sermons. We may quarrel with the vicar’s 
five-and-twenty minutes, but we let Carlyle go on for 
twice as many years, and until he had filled thirty-four 
octavo volumes. 

The fact is that, though Arnold was fond of girding 
at the Hebrew in us, and used to quote his own 
Christian name with humorous resignation as only an 
instance of the sort of thing he had to put up with, he 
was a Puritan at heart, and would have been as ill at 
ease at a Greek festival as Newman at a Spanish 
auto da fe. 

What gives Arnold’s verse its especial charm is his 
grave and manly sincerity. He is a poet without 
artifice or sham. He does not pretend to find all sorts 
of meanings in all sorts of things. He does not 
manipulate the universe and present his readers with 
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any bottled elixir. This has been cast up against him 
as a reproach. His poetry, so we have been told, has 
no consolation in it. Here is a doctor, it is said, who 
makes up no drugs, a poet who does not proclaim that 
he sees God in the avalanche or hears Him in the 
thunder. The world will not, so we are assured, hang 
upon the lips of one who bids them not to be too sure 
that the winds are wailing man’s secret to the com- 
plaining sea, or that nature is nothing but a tkeme for 
poets. These people may be right. In any event it 
is unwise to prophesy. What will be, will be. No- 
body can wish to be proved wrong. It is best to be 
on the side of truth, whatever the truth may be. The 
real atheism is to say, as men are found to do, that 
they would sooner be convicted of error they think 
pleasing, than have recognized an unwelcome truth a 
moment earlier than its final demonstration, if, indeed, 
such a moment should ever arrive for souls so craven. 
In the meantime, this much is plain, that there is no 
consolation in non-coincidence with fact, and no sweet- 
ness which does not chime with experience. Therefore, 
those who have derived consolation from Mr. Arnold’s 
noble verse may take comfort. Religion, after all, 
observes Bishop Butler in his tremendous way, is 
nothing if it is not true. The same may be said of 
the poetry of consolation. 

The pleasure it is lawful to take in the truthfulness 
of Mr. Arnold’s poetry should not be allowed to lead 
his lovers into the pleasant paths of exaggeration. 
The Muses dealt him out their gifts with a somewhat 
niggardly hand. He had to cultivate his Sparta. No 
one of his admirers can assert that in Arnold 
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‘ The force of energy is found. 

And the sense rises on the wings of sound.' 

He is no builder of the lofty rhyme. This he was well 
aware of. But neither had he any ample measure of 
those ‘ winged fancies ’ which wander at will through 
the pages of Apollo’s favourite children. His strange 
indifference to Shelley, his severity towards Keats, 
his lively sense of the wantonness of Shakespeare 
and the, Elizabethans, incline us to the belief that 
he was not quite sensible of the advantages of a 
fruitful as compared with a barren soil. His own 
crop took a good deal of raising, and he was perhaps 
somewhat disposed to regard luxuriant growths with 
disfavour. 

But though severe and restricted, and without either 
grandeur or fancy, Arnold’s poetry is most companion- 
able. It never teases you — there he has the better of 
Shelley — or surfeits you— there he prevails over Keats. 
As a poet, we would never dare or wish to class him 
with either Shelley or Keats, but as a companion to 
slip in your pocket before starting to spend the day 
amid 

• The cheerful silence of the fells,’ 

you may search far before you find anything better 
than either of the two volumes of Mr. Arnold’s poems. 

His own enjoyment of the open air is made plain in 
his poetry. It is no borrowed rapture, no mere bookish 
man’s clumsy joy in escaping from his library, but an 
enjoyment as hearty and honest as Izaak Walton’s. 
He has a quick eye for things, and rests upon them 
with a quiet satisfaction. No need to give instances ; 
they will occur to all. Sights and sounds alike 
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pleased him well. So obviously genuine, so real, 
though so quiet, was his pleasure in our English lanes 
and dells, that it is still difficult to realize that his feet 
can no longer stir the cowslips or his ear hear the 
cuckoo’s parting cry. 

Amidst the melancholy of his verse, we detect deep 
human enjoyment and an honest human endeavour 
to do the best he could whilst here below. The best 
he could do was, in our opinion, his verse, an<d it is a 
comfort, amidst the wreckage of life, to believe he made 
the most of his gift, cultivating it wisely and well, and 
enriching man’s life with some sober, serious, and 
beautiful poetry. We are, indeed, glad to notice that 
there is to be a new edition of Mr. Arnold’s poems in 
one volume. It will, we are afraid, be too stout for 
the pocket, but most of its contents will be well worth 
lodgment in the head. This new edition will, we have 
no doubt whatever, immensely increase the number 
of men and women who own the charm of Arnold. 
The times are ripening for his poetry, which is full of 
foretastes of the morrow. As we read we are not 
carried back by the reflection, ‘ so men once thought,’ 
but rather forward along the paths, dim and perilous 
it may be, but still the paths mankind is destined to 
tread. Truthful, sober, severe, with a capacity for 
deep, if placid, enjoyment of the pageant of the world, 
and a quick eye for its varied sights and an eager ear 
for its delightful sounds, Matthew' Arnold is a poet 
whose limitations we may admit without denying his 
right. Our passion for him is a loyal passion for a 
most temperate king. There is an eflbft on his brow, 
we must admit it. It would never do to mistake his 
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poetry for what he called the best, and which he was 
ever urging upon a sluggish populace. It intellectual- 
izes far too much ; its method is a known method, not 
a magical one. But though effort may be on his brow, 
it is a noble effort and has had a noble result. 

• For most men in a brazen prison live, 

Where in the sun’s hot eye, 

With heads bent o’er their toil, they languidly 
Their lives to some unmeaning task-work give, 
-Dreaming of nought beyond their prison wall. 

And as, year after year, 

Fresh products of their barren labour fall 
From their tired hands, and rest « 

Never yet comes more near, 

Gloom settles slowly down over their breast ; 

And while they try to stem 

The waves of mournful thought by which they are prest, 
Death in their prison reaches them 
Unfceed, having seen nothing, still unblest ’ 

Or if not a slave he is a madman, sailing where he 
will on the wild ocean of life. 

• And then the tempest strikes him, and between 
The lightning bursts is seen 
Only a driving wreck, 

And the pale master on his spar-strewn deck, 

With anguished face and Hying hair, 

Grasping the rudder hard, 

Still bent to make some port he knows not where, 

Still standing for some false impossible shore; 

And sterner comes the roar 

Of sea and wind, and through the deepening gloom 
Fainter and fainter wreck and helmsman loom, 

And he too disappears and comes no more.’ 

To be neither a rebel nor a slave is the burden of 
much of Mr. Arnold’s verse — his song we cannot call 
it. It will be long before men cease to read their 
Arnold ; even the rebel or the slave will occasionally 
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find a moment for so doing, and when he does it may 
be written of him ; 

* And then arrives a lull in the hot race 
Wherein he doth for ever chase 
That flying and illusive shadow Rest. 

An air of coolness plays upon his face, 

And an unwonted calm pervades his breast. 

And then he thinks he knows 
The hills where his life rose 
And the sea where it goes. ’ 



WILLIAM HAZLITT 

F or an author to fare better dead than alive is 
good proof of his literary vivacity and charm. 
The rare merit of Hazlitt’s writing was recognized in 
his lifetime by good judges, but his fame was obscured 
by the unpopularity of many of his opinions, and the 
venom he. was too apt to instil into his personal 
reminiscences. He was not a safe man to confide in. 
He had a forked crest which he sometimes lifted. 
Because they both wrote essays and were fond of the 
Elizabethans, it became the fashion to link Hazlitt’s 
name with Lamb's. To be compared with the incom- 
parable is hard fortune. Hazlitt suffered by the 
comparison, and consequently his admirers, usually 
in those early days men of keen wits and sharp 
tongues, grew angry, and infused into their just 
eulogiums too much of Hazlitt's personal bitterness, 
and too little of his wide literary sympathies. 

But this period of obscurity is now over. No really 
good thing once come into existence and remaining so 
is ever lost to thfe world. This is most comfortable 
doctrine, and true, besides. In the long run the world's 
taste is infallible. All it requires is time. How easy 
it is to give it that ! Is substantial injustice at this 

2S3 
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moment done to a single English writer of prose or 
verse who died prior to the ist of January, i8oi ? Is 
there a single bad author of this same class who is 
now read ? Both questions may be truthfully answered 
by a joyful shout of. No ! This fact ought to make 
the most unpopular of living authors the sweetest- 
tempered of men. The sight of your rival clinging to 
the cob he has purchased and maintains out of the 
profits of the trashiest of novels should be •pleasant 
owing to the reflection that both rival and cob are 
trotting to the same pit of oblivion. 

But humorous as is the prospect of the coming 
occultation of personally disagreeable authors, the 
final establishment of the fame of a dead one is a 
nobler spectacle. 

William Hazlitt had to take a thrashing from life. 
He took it standing up like a man, not lying down 
like a cur ; but take it he had to do. He died on 
September i8, 1830, tired out, discomfited, defeated. 
Nobody reviewing the facts of his life can say that 
it was well spent. There is nothing in it of encourage- 
ment, He reaped what he sowed, and it proved a 
sorry harvest. When he lay dying he wanted his 
mother brought to his side, but she was at a great 
distance, and eighty-four years of age, and could not 
come. Carlyle in his old age, grim, worn, and scorn- 
ful, said once, sorrowfully enough, ‘ What I want is 
‘ a mother.’ It is indeed an excellent relationship. 

But though Hazlitt got the Worst of it in his 
personal encounter with the universe, he nevertheless 
managed to fling down before he died what will suffice 
to keep his name alive. You cannot kill merit. We 
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are all too busily engaged struggling with dulness, our 
own and other people’s, and with ennui ; we are far 
too much surrounded by would-be wits and abortive 
thinkers, ever to forget what a weapon against weari- 
ness lies to our hand in the works of Hazlitt, who is 
as refreshing as cold water, as grateful as shade. 

His great charm consists in his hearty reality. Life 
may be a game, and all its enjoyments counters, but 
Hazlitt, ^s we find him in his writings — and there is 
now no need to look for him anywhere else — played 
the game and dealt out the counters like a man bent 
on winning. He cared greatly about many things. 
His admiration was not extravagant, but his force is 
great ; in fact, one may say of him as he said of John 
Cavanagh, ihe famous fives player, ‘ His service was 
‘ tremendous.’ Indeed, Hazlitt’s whole description of 
Cavanagh’s play reminds one of his own literary 
method : 

‘ His style of play was as remarkable as his power 
‘ of execution. He had no affectation, no trifling. 
‘ He did not throw away the game to show off an 
‘ attitude or try an experiment. He was a fine, 
‘ sensible, manly player, who did what he could, but 
‘ that was more than anyone else could even affect to 
‘ do. His blows were not undecided and ineffectual, 
‘ lumbering like Mr. Wordsworth’s epic poetry, nor 
‘ wavering like Mr. Coleridge’s lyric prose, nor short 
‘ of the mark like Mr. Brougham’s speeches, nor wide 
‘ of it like Mr. Canning’s wit, nor foul like the 
‘ Quarterly, nor let balls like the Edinburgh Review.' 

Wordsworth, Coleridge, Brougham, Canning ! was 
ever a fives player so described before ? What 
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splendid reading it makes ! but we quote it for the 
purpose of applying its sense to Hazlitt himself. As 
Cavanagh played, so Hazlitt wrote. 

He is always interesting, and always writes about 
really interesting things. His talk is of poets and 
players, of Shakespeare and Kean, of Fielding and 
Scott, of Burke and Cobbett, of prize fights and Indian 
jugglers. When he condescends to the abstract, his 
subjects bring an appetite with them. The ^hyness 
of Scholars, The I'ear of Death, The Identity of an 
Author with his Books, Effeminacy of Character, 
The Conversation of Lords, On Reading New Books : 
the very titles make you lick your lips. 

Hazlitt may have been an unhappy man, but he was 
above the vile affectation of pretending to see nothing 
in life. Had he not seen Mrs. Siddons, had he not 
read ‘ Rousseau,’ had he not worshipped Titian in the 
Louvre ? 

No English writer better pays the debt of gratitude 
always owing to great poets, painters, and authors 
than Hazlitt ; but his is a manly, not a maudlin, grati- 
tude, No other writer has such gusto as he. The 
glowing passage in which he describes Titian’s 
St. Peter Martyr almost recalls the canvas uninjured 
from the flames which have since destroyed it. We 
seem to see the landscape background, ‘ with that cold 
‘ convent spire rising in the distance amidst the blue 
‘ sapphire mountains and the golden sky.’ His essay 
on Sir Walter Scott and the ‘ Wavevley Novels’ is the 
very best that has ever been written on that magnifi- 
cent subject. 

As a companion at the Feast of Wits commend us 
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to Haz:litt, and as a companion for a fortnight's holiday 
commend us to the admirable selection recently made 
from his works, which are numerous — some twenty 
volumes — by Mr. Ireland, and published at a cheap 
price by Messrs. F. Warne and Co. The task of 
selection is usually a thankless one. It involves of 
necessity omission and frequently curtailment. It is 
annoying to look in vain for some favourite passage, 
and you^ annoyance prompts the criticism that a really 
sound judgment would have made room for what you 
miss. We lodge no complaint against Mr. Ireland. 
Like a wise man, he has allowed to himself ample 
space, and he has compiled a volume of 510 closely 
though well-printed pages, which has only to be read in 
order to make the reader well acquainted with an 
author whom not to know is a severe mental depriva- 
tion, 

Mr. Ireland's book is a library in itself, and a 
marvellous tribute to the genius of his author. It 
seems almost incredible that one man should have said 
so many good things. It is true he does not go very 
deep as a critic, he does not see into the soul of the 
matter as Lamb and Coleridge occasionally do — but 
he holds you very tight — he grasps the subject, he 
enjoys it himself and makes you do so. Perhaps 
he does say too many good things. His sparkling 
sentences follow so quickly one upon another that the 
reader’s appreciation soon becomes a breathless appre- 
ciation. There is something almost uncanny in such 
sustained cleverness. This impression, however, must 
not be allowed' to remain as a final impression. In 
Hazlitt the reader will find trains of sober thought 
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pursued with deep feeling and melancholy. Turn to 
the essays, ‘ On Living to One’s Self,’ ‘ On Going a 
‘Journey,’ ‘ On the Feeling of Immortality in Youth,’ 
and read them over again. When you have done so 
you will be indisposed to consider their author as a 
mere sayer of good things. He was much more than 
that. One smiles when, on reading the first Lord 
Lytton’s ‘Thoughts on the Genius of Hazlitt,’ the 
author of ‘ Eugene Aram ’ is found declaring that 
Hazlitt ‘ had a keen sense of the Beautiful and the 
‘ Subtle ; and what is more, he was deeply imbued 
‘with sympathies for the Humane;’ but when Lord 
Lytton proceeds, ‘ Posterity will do him justice,’ we 
cease to smile, and handling Mr. Ireland’s book, 
observe with deep satisfaction, ‘ It has.’ 



THE LETTERS OF CHARLES LAMB* 

F our hundred and seventeen letters of Charles 
Lamb’s, some of them never before published, 
in two well-printed but handy volumes, edited, with 
notes illustrative, explanatory, and biographical, by 
Canon Ainger, and supplied with an admirable index, 
are surely things to be thankful for and to be desired. 
No doubt the price is prohibitory. They will cost 
you in cash, these two volumes, full as they are from 
title-page to colophon with the sweetness and nobility, 
the mirth and the melancholy of their author’s life, 
touched as every page of them is with traces of a hard 
fate bravely borne, seven shillings and sixpence. 
None but American millionaires and foolish book- 
collectors can bear such a strain upon their purses. It 
is the cab-fare to and from a couple of dull dinner- 
parties. But Mudie is in our midst, ever ready to 
supply our very modest intellectual wants at so much 
a quarter, and ward off the catastrophe so dreaded by 
all dust-hating housewives, the accumulation of those 
* nasty books,* for which indeed but slender accommo- 
dation is provided in our upholstered households. Yet 

♦ ‘Letters of Charles Lamb.’ Newly arranged, with addi- 
tions; and a New Portrait. Edited, with Introduction and 
Notes, by the Rev. Alfred Ainger, M.A., Canon of Bristol. 
2 vols. London, 1888. 
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these volumes, however acquired, whether by pur- 
chase, and therefore destined to remain by your side 
ready to be handled whenever the mood seizes you, or 
borrowed from a library to be returned at the week’s 
end along with the last new novel people are painfully 
talking about, cannot fail to excite the interest and stir 
the emotions of all lovers of sound literature and true 
men. 

But first of all, Canon Ainger is to be congratu- 
lated on the completion of his task. He told us he 
was going to edit ‘ Lamb’s Works and Letters,’ and 
naturally one believed him ; but in this world there is 
nothing so satisfactory as performance. To see a 
good work well planned, well executed, and entirely 
finished by the same hand that penned, and the same 
mind that conceived, the original scheme, has some- 
thing about it which is surprisingly gratifying to the 
soul of man, accustomed as he is to the wreckage of 
projects and the failure of hopes. 

Canon Ainger’s edition of ‘ Lamb’s Works and 
‘ Letters ’ stands complete in six volumes. Were one 
in search of sentiment, one might perhaps find it in 
the intimate association existing between the editor 
and the old church by the side of which Lamb was 
born, and which he ever loved and accounted peculiarly 
his own. Elia was born a Templar. 

‘ I was born and passed the first seven years of my 
‘ life in the Temple. Its church, its halls, its gardens, 
‘ its fountain, its river, I had almost said — for in those 
‘ young years, what was this king of rivers to me but 
*a stream that watered our pleasant places? — these 
‘ are my oldest recollections.’ 
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Thus begins the celebrated essay on ‘ The Old 
‘ Benchers of the Inner Temple.’ As a humble mem- 
ber of that honourable Society, I rejoice that its 
Reader should be the man who has, as a labour of 
love and by virtue of qualifications which cannot be 
questioned, placed upon the library shelf so complete 
and choice an edition of the works of one whose 
memory is perhaps the pleasantest thing about the 
whole place. 

So far as these two volumes of letters are concerned, 
the course adopted by the editor has been, if I may 
make bold to say so, the right one. He has simply 
edited them carefully and added notes and an index. 
He has not attempted to tell Lamb’s life between 
times. He has already told the story of that life in a 
separate vollime. I wish the practice could be revived 
of giving us a man’s correspondence all by itself in 
consecutive volumes, as we have the letters of Horace 
Walpole, of Burke, of Richardson, of Cowper, and 
many others. It is astonishing what interesting and 
varied reading such volumes make. They never tire 
you. You do not stop to be tired. Something of 
interest is always occurring. Some reference to a 
place you have visited ; to a house you have stayed 
at ; to a book you have read ; to a man or woman you 
wish to hear about. As compared with the measured 
malice of a set biography, where you feel yourself in 
the iron grasp, not of the man whose life is being 
professedly written, Jaut of the man (whom naturally 
you dislike) who has taken upon himself to write the 
life, these volumes of correspondence have all the 
ease and grace and truthfulness of nature. There is 
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about as much resemblance between reading them 
and your ordinary biography, as between a turn on 
the treadmill and a saunter into Hertfordshire in search 
of Mackery End. I hope when we get hold of the 
biographies of Lord Beaconsfield and Dean Stanley we 
shall not find ourselves defrauded of our dues. But it 
is of the essence of letters that we should have the 
whole of each. I think it wrong to omit even the 
merely formal parts. They all hang together. The 
method employed in the biography of George Eliot 
was, in my opinion — I can but state it — a vicious 
method. To serve up letters in solid slabs cut out of 
longer letters is distressing. Every letter a man writes 
is an incriminating document. It tells a tale about 
him. Let the whole be read or none. 

Canon Ainger has adopted the right course. He 
has indeed omitted a few oaths — on the principle that 
‘ damns have had their day.’ For my part, I think I 
should have been disposed to leave them alone. 

‘ The rough bur-thistle spreading wide 
Amang the bearded bear. 

I turn'd my weedmg-clips aside 
And spared the symbol dear. * 

But this is not a question to discuss with a digni- 
tary of the Church. Leaving out the oaths and, it 
may perhaps be, here and there a passage where the 
reckless humour of the writer led him to transcend 
the limits of becoming mirth, and mere notelets, we 
have in these two volumes Lamb’s letters just as they 
were written, save in an instance' or two where the 
originals have been partially destroyed. The first is 
to Coleridge, and is dated May 27, 1796 ; the last is to 
Mrs. Dyer, and was written on December 22, 1834. 
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Who, I wonder, ever managed to squeeze into a 
correspondence of forty years truer humour, madder 
nonsense, sounder sense, or more tender sympathy ! 
They do not indeed (these letters) prate about first 
principles, but they contain many things conducive to 
a good life here below. 

The earlier letters strike the more solemn notes. 
As a young man Lamb was deeply religious, and for 
a time tbe appalling tragedy of his life, the death of 
his mother by his sister’s hand, deepened these feel- 
ings. His letters to Coleridge in September and 
October, 1796, might very well appear in the early 
chapters of a saint’s life. They exhibit the rare union 
of a colossal strength, entire truthfulness (no single 
emotion being ever exaggerated), with the tenderest 
and most refined feelings. Some of his sentences 
remind one of Johnson, others of Rousseau. How 
people reading these letters can ever have the impu- 
dence to introduce into the tones of their voices when 
they are referring to Lamb the faintest suspicion of 
condescension, as if they were speaking of one weaker 
than themselves, must always remain an unsolved 
problem of human conceit. 

These elevated feelings passed away. He refers to 
this in a letter written in 1801 to Walter Wilson. 

‘ I have had a time of seriousness, and I have known 
‘ the importance and reality of a religious belief. 
‘ Latterly, I acknowledge, much of my seriousness 
‘ has gone off, whSther from new company or some 
‘ other new associations, but I still retain at bottom a 
‘ conviction of the truth and a certainty of the useful- 
‘ ness of religion.’ 
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The fact, I suspect, was that the strain of religious 
thoughts was proving too great for a brain which had 
once succumbed to madness. Religion sits very 
lightly on some minds. She could not have done so 
on Lamb’s. He took refuge in trivialities seriously, 
and played the fool in order to remain sane. 

These letters are of the same material as the 
‘ Essays of Elia.’ The germs, nay, the very phrases, 
of the latter are frequently to be found in the, former. 
This does not offend in Lamb’s case, though as a rule 
a good letter ought not forcibly to remind us of a good 
essay by the same hand. Admirable as are Thackeray’s 
lately-published letters, the parts I like best are those 
which remind me least of a ‘ Roundabout Paper.’ The 
author is always apt to steal in, and the author is the 
very last person you wish to see in a letter. But as 
you read Lamb’s letters you never think of the author : 
his personality carries you over everything. He 
manages — I will not say skilfully, for it was the 
natural result of his delightful character, always to 
address his letter to his correspondent — to make it a 
thing which, apart from the correspondent, his habits 
and idiosyncrasies, could not possibly have existed in 
the shape it does. One sometimes comes across 
things called letters, which might have been addressed 
to anybody. But these things are not letters : they 
are extracts from journals or circulars, and are usually 
either offensive or dull. 

Lamb’s letters are not indeed 'model letters like 
Cowper’s. Though natural to Lamb, they cannot be 
called easy. ‘ Divine chit-chat ’ is not the epithet to 
describe them. His notes are all high. He is sub- 
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lime, heartrending, excruciatingly funny, outrageously 
ridiculous, sometimes possibly an inch or two over- 
drawn. He carries the charm of incongruity and 
total unexpectedness to the highest pitch imaginable. 
John Sterling used to chuckle over the sudden way in 
which you turn up Adam in the following passage 
from a letter to Bernard Barton : 

‘Dear B. B. — You may know my letters by the 
‘ paper ^nd the folding. For the former, I live on 
‘ scraps obtained in charity from an old friend, whose 
‘ stationery is a permanent perquisite ; for folding, I 
‘ shall do it neatly when I learn to tie my neckcloths. 
‘ I surprise most of my friends by writing to them on 
‘ ruled paper, as if I had not got past pot-hooks and 
‘ hangers. , Sealing-wax I have none on my establish- 
‘ ment ; wafers of the coarsest bran supply its place. 
‘ When my epistles come to be weighed with Pliny^s, 
‘ however superior to the Roman in delicate irony, 
‘judicious reflections, etc., his gilt post will bribe 
‘ over the judges to him. All the time I was at the 
‘ E. I. II. I never mended a pen. I now cut 'em to 
‘ the stumps, marring rather than mending the primi- 
‘ tive goose-quill. I cannot bear to pay for articles I 
‘ used to get for nothing. When Adam laid out his 
‘ first penny upon nonpareils at some stall in Meso- 
‘ potamos, I think it went hard with him, reflecting 
‘ upon his old goodly orchard where he had so many 
‘ for nothing.' 

There are not nfany better pastimes for a middle- 
aged man who does not care for first principles or 
modern novels than to hunt George Dyer up-and-down 
Charles Lamb. Lamb created Dyer as surely as did 



296 RES JUDICATiE 

Cervantes Don Quixote, Sterne Toby Shandy, or 
Charles Dickens Sam Weller. Outside Lamb, George 
Dyer is the deadest of dead authors. Inside Lamb, 
he is one of the quaintest, queerest, most humorously 
felicitous of living characters. Pursue this sport 
through Canon Ainger’s first volume and you will have 
added to your gallery of whimsicalities the picture of 
George Dyer by a master-hand. 

Lamb’s relations towards Coleridge and Words- 
worth are exceedingly interesting. He loved them 
both as only Lamb could love his friends. He ad- 
mired them both immensely as poets. He recognized 
what he considered their great intellectual superiority 
over himself. He considered their friendship the 
crowning glory of his life. For Coleridge his affection 
reached devotion. The news of his death was a shock 
he never got over. He would keep repeating to him- 
self, ‘ Coleridge is dead !* But with what a noble, 
independent, manly mind did he love his friends ! 
How deep, how shrewd was his insight into their 
manifold infirmities ! His masculine nature and 
absolute freedom from that curse of literature, coterie- 
ship, stand revealed on every page of the history of 
Lamb’s friendships. 

On page 327 of Canon Ainger’s first volume there is 
a letter of Lamb’s, never before printed, addressed to 
his friend Manning, which is delightful reading. The 
editor did not get it in time to put it in the text, so the 
careless reader might overlook it, lurking as it does 
amongst the notes. It is too long for quotation, but a 
morsel must be allowed me : 

‘ I lately received from Wordsworth a copy of the 
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* second volume, accompanied by an acknowledgment 

* of having received from me many months since a 

* copy of a certain tragedy with excuses for not having 
‘ made any acknowledgment sooner, it being owing to 
‘ an almost insurmountable aversion from letter- writing. 

‘ This letter I answered in due form and time, and 
‘ enumerated several of the passages which had most 
‘ affected me, adding, unfortunately, that no single 
‘ piece had moved me so forcibly as the “ Ancient 
‘ ‘‘ Mariner,*’ “ The Mad Mother,” or the “ Lines at 
‘ ‘‘ Tintern Abbey.” The Post did not sleep a moment. 

‘ I received almost instantaneously a long letter of four 

* sweating pages from my Reluctant Letter-Writer, 

* the purport of which was, he was sorry his second 
‘ volume had not given me more pleasure (Devil a 
‘ hint did I give that it had not pleased me), and was 

* compelled to wish that my range of sensibility was 
‘ more extended, being obliged to believe that I should 
‘ receive large influxes of happiness and happy thoughts 
‘(I suppose from the “Lyrical Ballads”). With a 
‘ deal of stuff about a certain union of Tenderness and 
‘ Imagination, which in the sense he used Imagination 
^ was not the characteristic of Shakespeare, but which 
‘ Milton possessed in a degree far exceeding other 
‘ Poets, which union, as the highest species of Poetry 
‘ and chiefly deserving that name, “ he was most proud 
‘ “ to aspire to ” ; then illustrating the said union by two 
‘ quotations from his own second volume which I had 
‘ been so unfortunate as to miss.* 

But my quotation must stop. It has been long 
enough to make anyone who has not already read the 
whole letter wish to do so, and to prove what I was 
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saying about the independence of Lamb’s judgment 
even of his best friends. No wonder such a man did 
not like being called ‘ gentle-hearted ’ even by S. T. C., 
to whom he writes ; 

‘In the next edition of the “Anthology” (which 
‘ Phoebus avert, those nine other wandering maids 
‘ also !) please to blot out “ gentle-hearted,” and sub- 
‘ stitute drunken dog, ragged head, seld-shaven, odd- 
‘ eyed, stuttering, or any other epithet which truly and 
‘ properly belongs to the gentleman in question.’ 

Of downright fun and fooling of the highest intel- 
lectual calibre fine examples abound on all sides. The 
‘ Dick Hopkins ’ letter ranks very high. Manning 
had sent Lamb from Cambridge a piece of brawn, and 
Lamb takes it into his head, so teeming with whimsical 
fancies, to pretend that it had been sent him by an 
imaginary Dick Hopkins, ‘ the swearing scullion of 
‘ Caius,* who, by industry and agility has thrust him- 
‘ self into the important situation (no sinecure, believe 
‘ me) of cook to Trinity Hall and accordingly he 
writes the real donor a long letter, singing the praises 
of this figment of his fancy, and concludes (p. 2u) : 

‘ Do me the favour to leave off the business which 
‘ you may be at present upon, and go immediately to 
‘ the kitchens of Trinity and Caius and make my most 
‘ respectful compliments to Mr. Richard Hopkins and 
‘ assure him that his brawn is most excellent : and 
‘ that I am moreover obliged to him for his innuendo 
‘ about salt water and bran, which* I shall not fail to 
‘ improve. I leave it to you whether you shall choose 
‘ to pay him the civility of asking him to dinner while 
‘ you stay in Cambridge, or in whatever other way 
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‘ you may best like to show your gratitude to my frieni. 
‘ Richard Hopkins considered in many points of view 
‘ is a very extraordinary character. Adieu. I hope 
‘ to see you to supper in London soon, where we will 
‘ taste Richard’s brawn, and drink his health in a 
* cheerful but moderate cup. We have not many such 
‘ men in any rank of life as Mr. R. Hopkins. Crisp, 
‘ the Barber of St. Mary’s, was just such another. I 
‘ wondef he never sent me any little token, some 
‘chestnuts or a puff, or two pound of hair; just to 
‘ remember him by,’ 

We have little such elaborate jesting nowadays. I 
suppose we think it not worth the trouble. The 
Tartary letter to Manning and the rheumatism letters 
to Crabb Robinson are almost distractingly provocative 
of deep internal laughter. The letter to Cary apolo- 
gizing for the writer’s getting drunk in the British 
Museum has its sad side ; but, if one may parody the 
remark made by ‘the young lady of quality’ to 
Dr. Johnson, which he was so fond of getting Boswell 
to repeat, though it was to the effect that had he (our 
great moralist) been born out of wedlock his genius 
would have been his mother’s excuse, it may be said 
that such a letter as Lamb’s was ample atonement 
for his single frailty. 

Lamb does not greatly indulge in sarcasm, though 
nobody could say more thoroughly ill-natured things 
than he if he chose to do so. George Dawe, the 
Royal Academician, is roughly used by him. The 
account he gives of Miss Berger — Benjay he calls her 
— is not lacking in spleen. But, as a rule, if Lamb 
disliked a person he damned him and passed on. He 
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did not stop to elaborate his dislikes, or to toss his 
hatreds up and down, as he does his loves and 
humorous fancies. He hated the second Mrs. Godwin 
with an entire hatred. In a letter written to Mannin«^ 
when in China he says : 

‘ Mrs. Godwin grows every day in disfavour with 
‘ me. I will be buried with this inscription over me : 
‘ “ Here lies C. L., the woman hater ” : I mean that 
‘ hated one woman ; for the rest, God blesg them ! 
‘ How do you like the Mandarinesses ? Are you on 
‘ some little footing with any of them ?’ 

Scattered up and down these letters are to be found 
golden sentences, criticisms both of life and of books, 
to rival which one would have far to go. He has not 
the glitter of Hazlitt — a writer whom it is a shame to 
depreciate ; nor does he ever make the least pretence 
of aspiring to the chair of Coleridge. He lived all his 
life through conscious of a great weakness, and therein 
indeed lay the foundation of the tower of his strength. 
‘ You do not know,' he writes to Godwin, ‘ how sore 
‘ and weak a brain I have, or you would allow for 
‘ many things in me which you set down for whims.* 
Lamb apologizing for himself to Godwin is indeed a 
thing at which the imagination boggles. But his 
humility must not blind us to the fact that there are 
few men from whom we can learn more. 

The most striking note of Lamb's literary criticism 
is its veracity. He is perhaps never mistaken. His 
judgments are apt to be somewhat 'too much coloured 
with his own idiosyncrasy to be what the judicious 
persons of the period call final and classical, but when 
did he ever go utterly wrong either in praise or in dis- 
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praise ? When did he like a book which was not a 
good book ? When did either the glamour of antiquity 
or the glare of novelty lead him astray ? How free 
he was from that silly chatter about books now so 
abundant ! When did he ever pronounce wire-drawn 
twaddle or sickly fancies, simply reeking of their im- 
pending dissolution, to be enduring and noble work- 
manship ? 

But ij must be owned Lamb was not a great reader 
of new books. That task devolved upon his sister. 
He preferred Burnet’s ‘History of his Own Times’ 
to any novel, even to a ‘ Waverley.’ 

‘ Did you ever read,’ he wrote to Manning, ‘ that 
‘ garrulous, pleasant history ? He tells his story like 
‘an old m.an past political service, bragging to his 
‘ sons on winter evenings of the part he took in public 
‘ transactions, when his “old cap was new.” Full of 
‘ scandal, which ail true history is. No palliatives ; 

‘ but all the stark wickedness, that actually gives the 
‘ momentum to national actors. Quite the prattle of 
‘ age and outlived importance. Truth and sincerity 
‘ staring out upon you in alto relievo. Himself a party* 
‘ man, he makes you a party man. None of the 
‘ cursed, philosophical, Humeian indifference, so cold 
‘ and unnatural and inhuman. None of the cursed 
‘ Gibbonian fine writing, so fine and composite ! 

‘ None of Dr. Robertson’s periods with three mem- 
‘ bers. None of Mr. Roscoe’s sage remarks, all so 
‘ apposite and coftiing in so clever, lest the reader 
‘ should have had the trouble of drawing an inference.* 

On the subject of children’s books Lamb held strong 
opinions, as indeed he was entitled to do. What 
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married pair with their quiver full ever wrote such 
tales for children as did this old bachelor and his 
maiden sister ? 

* I am glad the snuff and Pipos books please. 
‘ Goody Two Shoes ” is almost out of print. Mrs. 
‘ Barbauld’s stuff has banished all the old classics of 
‘ the nursery, and the shopman at Newberry’s hardly 
‘ deigned to reach them off an old exploded corner of 
‘ a shelf when Mary asked for them. Mrs. Barbauld’s 
‘ and Mrs. Trimmer’s nonsense lay in piles about. 
' Knowledge insignificant and vapid as Mrs. Barbauld’s 
‘ books convey, it seems must come to a child in the 
‘ shape of hwwledgCy and his empty noddle must be 
‘ turned with conceit of his own powers when he has 
‘ learnt that a horse is an animal, and Billy is better 
‘ than a horse, and such like — instead of that beautiful 
^ interest in wild tales which made the child a man, 
‘ while all the time he suspected himself to be no 
‘ bigger than a child.’ 

Canon Ainger’s six volumes are not very big. They 
take up but little room. They demand no great 
leisure. But they cannot fail to give immense 
pleasure to generations to come, to purify tastes, to 
soften hearts, to sweeten discourse. 



AUTHORS IN COURT 

T HfeRE is always something a little ludicrous 
about the spectacle of an author in pursuit of 
his legal remedies. It is hard to say why, but like 
a sailor on horseback, or a Quaker at the play, it 
suggests that incongruity which is the soul of things 
humorous. The courts are of course as much open 
to authors ’as to the really deserving members of the 
community ; and, to do the writing fraternity justice, 
they have seldom shown any indisposition to enter 
into them — though if they have done so joyfully, it 
must ijc attributed to their natural temperament, 
which (so we read) is easy, rather than to the mirthful 
character of legal process. 

To write a history of the litigations in which great 
authors have been engaged would indeed be venovarc 
dolomn, and is no intention of mine ; though the sub- 
ject is not destitute of human interest — indeed, quite 
the opposite. 

Great books have naturally enough, being longer 
lived, come into ^ourt even more frequently than 
great authors. ‘ Paradise Lost,* ‘ The Whole Duty of 
Man,* ‘The Pilgrim’s Progress,’ Thomson’s ‘ Seasons/ 

‘ Rasselas/ all have a legal as well as a literary his- 

303 



304 


RES JUDICAT.E 

tory. Nay, Holy Writ herself has raised some nice 
points. The king’s exclusive prerogative to print the 
authorized version has been based by some lawyers on 
the commercial circumstance that King James paid 
for it out of his own pocket. Hence, argued they 
cunningly enough, it became his, and is now his 
successor’s. Others have contended more strikingly 
that the right of multiplying copies of the Scriptures 
necessarily belongs to the king as head of the. Church. 
A few have been found to question the right alto- 
gether, and to call it a job. As her present gracious 
Majesty has been pleased to abandon the prerogative, 
and has left all her subjects free (though at their own 
charges) to publish the version of her learned prede- 
cessor, the Bible docs not now come into court on its 
own account. But whilst the prerogative was en- 
forced, the king’s printers were frequently to be found 
seeking injunctions to restrain the vending of the 
Word of God by (to use Carlyle’s language) ‘ Mr. 

‘ Thomas Teggs and other extraneous persons.’ Nor 
did the judges, on proper proof, hesitate to grant what 
was sought. It is perhaps interesting to observe that 
the king never claimed more than the text. It was 
always open to anybody to publish even King James’s 
version, if he added notes of his own. But how 
shamefully was this royal indulgence abused ! Knavish 
booksellers, anxious to turn a dishonest penny out of 
the very Bible, were known to publish Bibles with so- 
called notes, which upon examination turned out not 
to be bona-fide notes at all, but sometimes mere indica- 
tions of assent with what was stated in the text, and 
sometimes simple ejaculations. And as people as a 
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rule preferred to be without notes of this character 
they used to be thoughtfully printed at the very edge 
of the sheet, so that the scissors of the binder should 
cut them off and prevent them annoying the reader. 
But one can fancy the question, ‘ What is a hond-fide 
‘ note ?’ exercising the legal mind. 

Our great lawyers on the bench have always treated 
literature in the abstract with the utmost respect. 
They have in many cases felt that they too, but for 
the grace of God, might have been authors. Like 
Charles Lamb’s solemn Quaker, ‘ they had been wits 
‘ in their youth.’ Lord Mansfield never forgot that, 
according to Mr. Pope, he was a lost Ovid. Before 
ideas in their divine essence the judges have bowed 
down. ‘ A literary composition,’ it has been said by 
them, ‘ so long as it lies dormant in the author’s 
‘ mind, is absolutely in his own possession.’ Even 
Mr. Horatio Sparkins, of whose brilliant table-talk 
this observation reminds us, could not more willingly 
have recognized an obvious truth. 

But liiey have gone much further than this. Not 
only is the repose of the dormant idea left un- 
disturbed, but the manuscript to which it, on ceasing 
to be dormant, has been communicated, is hedged 
round with divinity. It would be most unfair to the 
delicacy of the legal mind to attribute this to the fact, 
no doubt notorious, that whilst it is easy (after, say, 
three years in a pleader’s chambers) to draw an in- 
dictment against a •man for stealing paper, it is not 
easy to do so if he has only stolen the ideas and used 
his own paper. There are some quibbling observa- 
tions in the second book of Justinian’s ‘Institutes,’ 
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and a few remarks of Lord Coke’s which might lead 
the thoughtless to suppose that in their protection of 
an author’s manuscripts the courts were thinking more 
of the paper than of the words put upon it ; but that this 
is not so clearly appears from our law as it is admini- 
stered in the Bankruptcy branch of the High Court. 

Suppose a popular novelist were to become a bank- 
rupt — a supposition which, owing to the immense 
sums these gentlemen are now known tojnake, is 
robbed of all painfulness by its impossibility — and his 
effects were found to consist of the three following 
items ; first, his wearing apparel ; second, a copy of 
‘ Whitaker’s Almanack ’ for the current year ; and 
third, the manuscript of a complete and hitherto un- 
published novel, worth in the Row, let us say, one 
thousand pounds. These are the days of cash pay- 
ments, so we must not state the author’s debts at 
more than fifteen hundred pounds. It would have 
been difficult for him to owe more without incurring 
the charge of imprudence. Now, how will the law 
deal with the effects of this bankrupt ? Ever averse 
to exposing anyone to criminal proceedings, it will 
return to him his clothing, provided its cash value 
does not exceed twenty pounds, which, as authors have 
left off wearing bloom-coloured garments even as they 
have left off writing ‘ Vicars of Wakefield,’ it is not 
likely to do. This humane rule disposes of item 
number one. As to ‘ Whitaker’s Almanack,’ it would 
probably be found necessary to take the opinion of the 
court ; since, if it be a tool of the author’s trade, it 
will not vest in the official receiver and be divisible 
amongst the creditors, but, like the first item, will 
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remain the property of the bankrupt — but otherwise, 
if not such a tool. On a point like this the court would 
probably wish to hear the evidence of an expert — of 
some man like Mr. George Augustus Sala, who knows 
the literary life to the backbone. This point disposed 
of, or standing over for argument, there remains the 
manuscript novel, which, as we have said, would, if 
sold in the Row, produce a sum not only sufficient to 
pay the cost of the argument about the ‘ Almanack ’ 
and of all parties properly appearing in the bankruptcy, 
but also, if judiciously handled, a small dividend to the 
creditors. But here our law steps in with its 
chivalrous, almost religious respect for ideas, and 
declares that the manuscript shall not be taken from 
the bankrupt and published without his consent. In 
ordinary cases everything a bankrupt has, save the 
clothes for his back and the tools of his trade, is ruth- 
lessly torn from him. Be it in possession, reversion, 
or remainder, it all goes. His incomes for life, his 
reversionary hopes, are knocked down to the speculator. 
In vulgar phrase, he is ‘ cleaned out.’ But the manu- 
scripts of the bankrupt author, albeit they may be 
worth thousands, are not recognized as property ; they 
are not yet dedicate to the public. The precious 
papers, despite all their writer’s misfortunes, remain 
his — his to croon and to dream over, his to alter and 
re-transcribe, his to withhold, ay, his to destroy, if he 
should deem them, either in calm judgment, or in a 
despairing hour, unhappy in their expression or un- 
worthy of his name. 

There is something positively tender in this view. 
The law may be an ass, but it is also a gentleman. 
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Of course, in my imaginary case, if the bankrupt 
were to withhold his consent to publication, his 
creditors, even though it were held that the ‘ Almanack’ 
was theirs, would get nothing. I can imagine them 
grumbling, and saying (what will not creditors say ?) : 
‘ We fed this gentleman whilst he was writing this 
‘ precious manuscript. Our joints sustained him, 
‘ our bread filled him, our wine made him merry. 
‘ Without our goods he must have perished. By all 
* legal analogies we ought to have a lien upon that 
‘ manuscript. We are wholly indifferent to the writer’s 
‘ reputation. It may be blasted for all we care. It 
‘ was not as an author but as a customer that we 
‘ supplied his very regular wants. It is now our turn 
‘ to have wants. We want to be paid.’ 

These amusing, though familiar, cries of distress 
need not disturb our equanimity or interfere with our 
admiration for the sublime views as to the sanctity of 
unpublished ideas entertained by the Court of Bank- 
ruptcy. 

We have thus found, so far as we have gone, the 
profoundest respect shown by the law both for the 
dormant ideas and the manuscripts of the author. Let 
us now push boldly on, and inquire what happens 
when the author withdraws his interdict, takes the 
world into his confidence, and publishes his book. 

Our old Common Law was clear enough. Subject 
only to laws or customs about licensing and against 
profane books and the like, the right of publishing and 
selling any book belonged exclusively to the author and 
persons claiming through him. Books were as much the 
subjects of property-rights as lands in Kent or money 
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in the bank. The term of enjoyment knew no period. 
Fine fantastic ideas about genius endowing the world 
and transcending the narrow bounds of property were 
not countenanced by our Common Law. Bunyan’s 
‘ Pilgrim’s Progress,’ in the year 1680, belonged to 
Mr. Ponder : ‘ Paradise Lost,’ in the year 1 739, was 
the property of Mr. Jacob Tonson. Mr. Ponder and 
Mr. Tonson had acquired these works by purchase. 
Property-rights of this description seem strange to us, 
even absurd. But that is one of the provoking ways 
of property-rights. Views vary. Perhaps this time 
next century it will seem as absurd that Ben Mac 
Dhui should ever have been private property as it 
now does that in 1739 Mr. Tonson should have been 
the owner ‘ of man’s first disobedience and the fruit of 
‘ that forbidden tree.’ This is not said with any 
covered meaning, but is thrown out gloomily with the 
intention of contributing to the general depreciation of 
property. 

If it be asked how came it about that authors and 
booksellers allowed themselves to be deprived of valu- 
able and well-assured rights — to be in fact disinherited, 
without so much as an expostulatory ode or a single 
epigram — it must be answered, strange as it may 
sound, it happened accidentally and through tampering 
with the Common Law. 

Authors are indeed a luckless race. To be deprived 
of your property by Act of Parliament is a familiar 
process, calling for«o remarks save of an objurgatory 
character ; but to petition Parliament to take away 
your property-^to get up an agitation against yourself, 
to promote the passage through both Houses of the Act 



310 RES JUDICATiE 

of spoliation, is unusual ; so unusual indeed that I 
make bold to say that none but authors would do such 
things. That they did these very things is certain. 
It is also certain that they did not mean to do them. 
They did not understand the effect of their own Act of 
Parliament. In exchange for a term of either fourteen 
or twenty-one years, they gave up not only for them- 
selves, but for all before and after them, the whole of 
time. Oh ! miserable men ! No enemy did^ this ; no 
hungry mob clamoured for cheap books ; no owner of 
copyrights so much as weltered in his gore. The 
rights were unquestioned : no one found fault with 
them. The authors accomplished their own ruin. 
Never, surely, since the wellnigh incredible folly of 
our first parents lost us Eden and put us to the neces- 
sity of earning our living, was so fine a property — 
perpetual copyright — bartered away for so paltry an 
equivalent. 

This is how it happened. Before the Revolution of 
1688 printing operations were looked after, first by the 
Court of Star Chamber, which was not always engaged, 
as the perusal of constitutional history might lead one 
to believe, in torturing the unlucky, and afterwards by 
the Stationers’ Company. Both these jurisdictions 
revelled in what is called summary process, which 
lawyers sometimes describe as brevi manu, and suitors 
as ‘ short shrift.’ They hailed before them the 
Mr. Thomas Teggs of the period, and fined them 
heavily and confiscated their stolen editions. Authors 
and their assignees liked this. But then came Dutch 
William and the glorious Revolution. • The press was 
left free ; and authors and theii assignees were reduced 
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to the dull level of unlettered persons; that is to 
say, if their rights were interfered with, they were 
compelled to bring an action, of the kind called 
‘ trespass on the case,’ and to employ astute counsel 
to draw pleadings with a pitfall in each paragraph, 
and also to incur costs ; and in most cases, even when 
they triumphed over their enemy, it was only to find 
him a pauper from whom it was impossible to recover 
a penny^. Nor had the law power to fine the offender 
or to confiscate the pirated edition ; or if it had this 
last power, it was not accustomed to exercise it, deem- 
ing it unfamiliar and savouring of the Inquisition. 
Grub Street grew excited. A noise went up ‘ most 
‘ musical, most melancholy, 

‘ As of cats that wail in chorus. ’ 

It was the Augustan age of literature. Authors were 
listened to. They petitioned Parliament, and their 
prayer was heard. In the eighth year of good Queen 
Anne the first copyright statute was passed, which, 
‘for the encouragement of learned men to compose 
‘ and write useful books,’ provided that the authors of 
books already printed who had not transferred their 
rights, and the booksellers or other persons who had 
purchased the copy of any books in order to print or 
reprint the same, should have the sole right of printing 
them for a term of twenty-one years from the tenth 
of April, 1710, and no longer; and that authors of 
books not then printed, should have the sole right of 
printing for fourteen years, and no longer. Then 
followed, what the authors really wanted the Act for, 
special penalties for infringement. And there was 
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peace in Grub Street for the space of twenty**one 
years. But at the expiration of this period the fateful 
question was stirred — what had happened to the old 
Common Law right in perpetuity ? Did it survive 
this peddling Act, or had it died, ingloriously smothered 
by a statute ? That fine old book — once on every 
settle — ‘ The Whole Duty of Man,’ first raised the 
point. Its date of publication was 1657, so it had had 
its term of twenty-one years. That term^ having 
expired, what then ? The proceedings throw no light 
upon the vexed question of the book’s authorship. 
Sir Joseph Jekyll was content with the evidence before 
him that, in 1735 at all events, ‘The Whole Duty of 
Man ’ was, or would have been but for the statute, 
the property of one Mr. Eyre. He granted an in- 
junction, thus in effect deciding that the old Common 
Law had survived the statute. Nor did the defendant 
appeal, but sat down under the affront, and left ‘ The 
Whole Duty of Man ’ alone for the future. 

Four years later there came into Lord Hardwicke’s 
court ‘ silver-tongued Murray,’ afterwards Lord Mans- 
field, then Solicitor-General, and on behalf of Mr. 
Jacob Tonson moved for an injunction to restrain the 
publication of an edition of ‘ Paradise Lost.’ Tonson’s 
case was, that ‘ Paradise Lost ’ belonged to him, just 
as the celebrated ewer by Benvenuto Cellini once 
belonged to the late Mr. Beresford Hope. He proved 
his title by divers mesne assignments and other acts 
in the law, from Mrs. Milton — tha poet’s third wife, 
who exhibited such skill in the art of widowhood, 
surviving her husband as she did for fifty-three years. 
Lord Hardwicke granted the injunction. It looked 
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well for the Common Law. Thomson’s ‘ Seasons ’ 
next took up the wondrous tale. This delightful 
author, now perhaps better remembered by his charm- 
ing habit of eating peaches off the wall with both 
hands in his pockets, than by his great work, had sold 
the book to Andrew Millar, the bookseller whom 
Johnson respected because, said he, ‘ he has raised 
‘ the price of literature.’ If so, it must have been but 
low before, for he only gave Thomson a hundred 
guineas for ‘ Summer,’ ‘ Autumn,’ and ‘ Winter,’ and 
some other pieces. The ‘ Spring ’ he bought separately, 
along with the ill-fated tragedy, ‘ Sophonisba,’ for one 
hundred and thirty-seven pounds ten shillings. A 
knave called Robert Taylor pirated Millar’s Thom- 
son’s ‘ Seasons ’ ; and on the morrow of All Souls in 
Michaelmas, in the seventh year of King George the 
Third, Andrew Millar brought his plea of trespass on 
the case against Robert Taylor, and gave pledges of 
prosecution, to wit, John Doe and Richard Roe. The 
case was recognized to be of great importance, and 
was argued at becoming length in the King’s Bench. 
Lord Mansfield and Justices Willes and Aston upheld 
the Common Law. It was, they declared, unaffected 
by the statute. Mr. Justice Yates dissented, and in 
the course of a judgment occupying nearly three hours, 
gave some of his reasons. It was the first time the 
court had ever finally differed since Mansfield presided 
over it. Men felt the matter could not rest there. 
Nor did it. Millar died, and went to his own place. 
His executors put up Thomson’s ‘ Poems ’ for sale by 
public auction, and one Beckett bought them for five 
hundred and five pounds. When we remember that 



314 RES JUDICATA 

Millar only gave two hundred and forty-two pounds 
ten shillings for them in 1729, and had therefore 
enjoyed more than forty years’ exclusive monopoly, 
we realize not only that Millar had made a good thing 
out of his brother Scot, but what great interests were 
at stake. Thomson’s ‘ Seasons,’ erst Millar’s, now 
became Beckett’s ; and when one Donaldson of Edin- 
burgh brought out an edition of the poems, it became 
the duty of Beckett to take proceedings, which he did 
by filing a bill in the Court of Chancery.* 

These proceedings found their way, as all decent 
proceedings do, to the House of Lords — farther than 
which you cannot go, though ever so minded. It was 
now high time to settle this question, and their lord- 
ships accordingly, as was their proud practice in great 
cases, summoned the judges of the land before their 
bar, and put to them five carefully-worded questions, 
all going to the points — what was the old Common 
Law right, and has it survived the statute ? Eleven 
judges attended, heard the questions, bowed and re- 
tired to consider their answers. On the fifteenth of 
February, 1774, they reappeared, and it being an- 
nounced that they differed, instead of being locked up 
without meat, drink, or firing until they agreed, they 
were requested to deliver their opinions with their 
reasons, which they straightway proceeded to do. The 
result may be stated with tolerable accuracy thus : by 

* Donaldson was a well-known man in Edinburgh. He was 
Boswell’s first publisher, and oi: one occasion gave that gentle- 
man a dinner consisting mainly of pig. Johnson’s view of his 
larcenous proceedings is stated in the Life. . Thiirlow was his 
counsel in this litigation. Donaldson’s Hospital in fi^dinburgh 
represents the fortune made by this publisher. 
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ten to one they were of opinion that the old Common 
Law recognized perpetual copyright. By six to five 
they were of opinion that the statute of Queen Anne 
had destroyed this right. The House of Lords 
adopted the opinion of the majority, reversed the 
decree of the Court below, and thus Thomson’s 
‘ Seasons ’ became your ‘ Seasons,’ my ‘ Seasons,’ any- 
body’s ‘ Seasons.’ But by how slender a majority ! 
To ma^e it even more exciting, it was notorious that 
the most eminent judge on the Bench (Lord Mans- 
field) agreed with the minority ; but owing to the 
combined circumstances of his having already, in a 
case practically between the same parties and relating 
to the Same matter, expressed his opinion, and of his 
being not merely a judge but a peer, he was prevented 
(by etiquette) from taking any part, either as a judge 
or as a peer, in the proceedings. Had he not been 
prevented (by etiquette), who can say what the result 
might have been ? 

1 [ere ends the story of how authors and their 
assignees were disinherited by mistake, and forced to 
content themselves with such beggarly terms of enjoy- 
ment as a hostile legislature doles out to them. 

As the law now stands, they may enjoy their own 
during the period of the author’s life,//«s seven years, 
or the period of forty-two years, whichever may 
chance to prove the longer. 

So strangely and so quickly does the law colour men’s 
notions of what is inherently decent, that even authors 
have forgotten how fearfully they have been abused 
and how cruelly robbed. Their thoughts are turned 
in quite other directions. I do not suppose they will 
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care for these old-world memories. Their great minds 
are tossing on the ocean which pants dumbly-passionate 
with dreams of royalties. If they could only shame 
the English-reading population of the United States to 
pay for their literature, all would be well. Whether 
they ever will, depends upon themselves. If English 
authors will publish their books cheap, Brother Sam 
may, and probably will, pay them a penny a copy, or 
some such sum. If they will not, he will go on stealing. 
It is wrong, but he will do it. ‘ He says,’ observes 
an American writer, ‘ that he was born of poor but 
‘ honest parents. I say, “ Bah 1” ’* 

* I was wrong, and this very volume is protected by law in 
the United States of America — but it still remains pleasingly 
uncertain whether the book-buying public across the water who 
were willing to buy ‘ Obiter Dicta ’ for twelve cents will give a 
dollar for * Res J udicatae. ’ 



NATIONALITY 

N othing can well be more offensive than the 
abrupt asking of questions, unless indeed it be 
the glib assurance which professes to be able to answer 
them without a moment's doubt or consideration. It 
is hard to forgive Sir Robert Peel for having once asked, 
* What* is a pound ?' Cobden's celebrated question, 
‘ What next ? And next ?' was perhaps less objection- 
able, being vast and vague, and, to employ Sir Thomas 
Browne’s well-known phrase, capable of a .wide 
solution. 

But in these disagreeable days we must be content 
to I >e disagreeable. We must even accept being so as 
our province. It seems now recognized that he is the 
best Parliamentary debater who is most disagreeable. 
It is not so easy as some people imagine to be disagree- 
able. The gift requires cultivation. It is easier, no 
doubt, for some than for others. 

What is a nation — socially and politically, and as 
a unit to be dealt with by practical politicians ? It is 
not a great many things. It is not blood, it is not 
birth, it is not breeding. A man may have been born 
at Surat and educated at Lausanne, one of his four 
gr^at-grandfathers may have been a Dutchman, one 
of his four great-grandmothers a French refugee, and 

3*7 
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yet he himself may remain from his cradle in Surat to 
his grave at Singapore, a true-born Englishman, v/ith 
all an Englishman’s fine contempt for mixed races and 
struggling nationalities. 

Where the English came from is still a matter of 
controversy, but where they have gone to is writ 
large over the earth’s surface. Yet their nationality 
has suffered no eclipse. Caviare is not so good in 
London as in Moscow, but it is caviare all thfi same. 
No foreigner needs to ask the nationality of the man 
who treads on his corns, smiles at his religion, and 
does not want to know anything about his aspirations. 

England has all the notes of a nation. She has a 
National Church, based upon a view of history 
peculiarly her own. She has a National O^th, which, 
without any undue pride, may be pronounced adequate 
for ordinary occasions. She has a Constitution, the 
admiration of the world, and of which a fresh account 
has to be written every twenty years. She has a History, 
glorious in individual feats, and splendid in accomplished 
facts ; she has a Literature which makes the poorest 
of her children, if only he has been taught to read, rich 
beyond the dreams of avarice. As for the national 
character, it may be said of an Englishman, what has 
been truly said of the great English poet Wordsworth 
— take him at his best and he need own no superior. 
He cannot always be at his best ; and when he is at 
his worst the world shudders. 

But what about Scotland and Ireland ? Are they 
nations ? If they are not, it is not because their 
separate characteristics have been absorbed by John 
Bullism. Scotland and Ireland are no more England 
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than Holland or Belgium. It may be doubted whether, 
if the three countries had never been politically united, 
their existing unlikeness would have been any greater 
that it is. It is a most accentuated unlikeness. Scot- 
land has her own prevailing religion. Mr. Arnold 
recognized this when he observed, in that manner of 
his which did not always give pleasure, that Dr. 
Chalmers reminded him of a Scotch thistle valorously 
trying Jo look as much like the rose of Sharon as 
possible. This distorted view of Mr. Arnold’s at all 
events recognizes a fact. Then there is Scotch law. If 
there is one legal proposition which John Bull — poor 
attorney-ridden John Bull — has grasped for himself, it 
is that ‘a promise made without a monetary or other- 
wise valuable consideration, is in its legal aspect a 
thing of nought, which may be safely disregarded. 
Bull’s views about the necessity of writing and sixpenny 
stamps are vague, but he is quite sound and certain 
about promises going for nothing unless something 
passed between the parties. Thus, if an Englishman, 
moved, let us say, by the death of his father, says 
hastily to a maiden aunt who has made the last days 
of his progenitor easy, ‘ I will give you fifty pounds a 
year,’ and then repents him of his promise, he is under 
no legal obligation to make it good. If he is a gentle- 
man he will send her a ten-pound note at Christmas 
and a fat goose at Michaelmas, and the matter drops 
as being but the babble of the sick-room. But in 
Scotland the maiden aunt, provided she can prove her 
promise, can secure her annuity and live merrily in 
Peebles for the rest of a voluptuous life. Here is a 
difference indeed ! 
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Then, Scotland has a history of her own. The late 
Dr. Hill Burton wrote it in nine comfortable volumes. 
She has a thousand traditions, foreij^n connections, 
feelings to which the English breast must always 
remain an absolute stranger. Scottish fields are 
different from English fields ; her farms, roads, walls, 
buildings, flowers, are different ; her schools, univer- 
sities, churches, household ways, songs, foods, drinks, 
are all as different as may be. Boswell’s Johnson, 
Lockhart’s Scott ! What a host of dissimilarities, 
what an Iliad of unlikenesses, do the two names of 
Johnson and Scott call up from the vasty deep of 
national differences ! 

One great note of a nation is possessed to the full 
by Scotland. I mean the power of blending into one 
state of national feeling all those who call what is con- 
tained within her geographical boundaries by the 
sacred name of ‘ Home.’ The Lowlander from Dum- 
fries is more at home at Inverness than in York. 
Why is this ? Because Scotland is a nation. The 
great Smollett, who challenges Dickens for the fore- 
most place amongst British comic writers, had 
no Celtic blood in his veins. He was neither a 
Papist nor a Jacobite, yet how did his Scottish blood 
boil whilst listening in London to the cowardly ex- 
ultations of the cockneys over the brutalities that 
followed the English victory at Culloden ! and how 
bitterly — almost savagely — did he contrast that 
cowardly exultation with the depression and alarm 
that had prevailed in London when but a little while 
before the Scotch had reached Derby. 

What patriotic feeling breathes through Smollett's 
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noble lines, * The Tears of Caledonia,^ and with what 
delightful enthusiasm, with what affectionate admira- 
tion, does Sir Walter Scott tell us how the last stanza 
came to be written ! ‘He (Smollett) accordingly read 
‘ them the first sketch of the “ Tears of Scotland,” 
‘ consisting only of six stanzas, and on their remarking 
‘ that the termination of the poem, being too strongly 
‘ expressed, might give offence to persons whose 
‘ political opinions were different, he sat down without 
‘ reply, and with an air of great indignation, subjoined 
‘ the concluding stanza : 

* ** While the warm blood bedews my veins. 

And unimpaired remembrance reigns, 

Resentment of my country’s fate, 

Within my filial breast shall beat. 

Yes, spite of thine insulting foe. 

My sympathizing verse shall flow, 

Mourn, hopeless Caledonia, mourn, 

Thy banished peace, thy laurels torn.” ’ 

In the same sense is the story told by Mr. R. L. 
Stevenson, how, when the famous Celtic regiment, 
the ifiack Watch, which then drew its recruits from 
the now unpeopled glens of Ross-shire and Sutherland, 
returned to Scotland after years of foreign service, 
veterans leaped out of the boats and kissed the shore 
of Galloway. 

The notes of Irish nationality have been, by con- 
quest and ill-usage, driven deeper in. Her laws were 
taken from her, and her religion brutally proscribed. 
In the great matter of national education she has not 
been allowed her natural and proper development. 
Her children have been driven abroad to foreign 
semiparies to get the religious education Protestant 
England denied them at home. Her nationality has 

21 
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thus been checked and mutilated, but that it exists in 
spirit and in fact can hardly be questioned by any 
impartial traveller. Englishmen have many gifts, but 
one gift they have not — that of making Scotsmen and 
Irishmen forget their native land. 

The attitude of some Englishmen towards Scotch 
and Irish national feelings requires correction. The 
Scotsman’s feelings are laughed at. The Irishman’s 
insulted. So far as the laughter is concerned, it must 
be admitted that it is good-humoured. Burns, Scott, 
and Carlyle, Scotch moors and Scotch whisky, the 
royal game of golf, all have mollified and beatified 
English feelings. In candour, too, it must be ad- 
mitted that Scotsmen are not conciliatory. They do 
not meet people half-way. I do not think the laughter 
does much harm. Insults are different. . . . 

Mr. Arnold, in a now scarce pamphlet published in 
1859, Italian Question, with the motto prefixed, 

‘ Sed nondum est finis,’ makes the following interesting 
observations : — 

‘ Let an Englishman or a Frenchman, who respec- 

* tively represent the two greatest nationalities of 

* modern Europe, sincerely ask himself what it is 
' that makes him take pride in his nationality, what it 
' is which would make it intolerable to his feelings to 

* pass, or to see any part of his country pass, under 
‘ foreign dominion. He will find that it is the sense of 
‘ self-esteem generated by knowing the figure which his 
‘ nation makes in history : by considering the achieve- 

* ments of his nation in war, government, arts, literature, 
‘ or industry. It is the sense that his people, which 
' has done such great things, merits to exist in freedom 
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and dignity, and to enjoy the luxury of self- 
‘ respect.’ 

This is admirable, but not, nor does it pretend to be, 
exhaustive. The love of country is something a little 
more than mere amour propre. You may love your 
mother, and wish to make a home for her, even though 
she never dwelt in kings’ palaces, and is clad in rags. 
The children of misery and misfortune are not all 
illegitimate. Sometimes you may discern amongst 
them hfgh hope and pious endeavour. There may be, 
indeed, there is, a Niobe amongst the nations, but tears 
are not always of despair. 

‘The luxury of self-respect.’ It is a wise phrase. 
I'o make Ireland and Irishmen self-respectful is the 
task of statesmen. 



THE REFORMATION 

L ong ago an eminent Professor of International 
Law, at the University of Cambridge, lecturing 
his class, spoke somewhat disparagingly of the Reform- 
ation as compared with the Renaissance, and regretted 
there was no adequate history of the glorious events 
called by the latter name. So keenly indeed did the 
Professor feel this gap in his library, that he proceeded 
to say that inconvenient as it had been to him to 
lecture at Cambridge that afternoon, still if what he 
had said should induce any member of the class to 
write a history of the Renaissance worthy to be 
mentioned with the masterpiece of Gibbon, he (the 
Professor) would never again think it right to refer to 
the inconvenience he had personally been put to in 
the matter. 

It must be twenty years since these words were 
uttered. The class to whom they were addressed is 
scattered far and wide, even as the household referred 
to in the touching poem of Mrs. Hemans. No one of 
them has written a history of the Renaissance. It is 
now well-nigh certain no one of them ever will. Look- 
ing back over those twenty years it seems a pity it 
was never attempted. As Owen Meredith sweetly 
sings — 
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‘ And it all seems now in the waste of life 
Such a very little thing/ 

But it has remained undone. Regrets are vain. 

For my part, I will make bold to say that the Pro- 
fessor was all wrong. Professors do not stand where 
they did. They have been blown upon. The ugliest 
gap in an Englishman's library is in the shelf which 
ought to contain, but does not, a history of the 
Refornfktion of Religion in his own country. It is a 
subject made for an Englishman’s hand. At present 
it is but (to employ some old-fashioned words) a hotch- 
potch, a gallimaufry, a confused mingle-mangle of 
divers things jumbled or put together. Puritan and 
Papist, Anglican and Erastian, pull out what they 
choose, and drop whatever they do not like with a 
grimace of humorous disgust. What faces the early 
Tractarians used to pull over Bishop Jewel ! How 
Dr. Maitland delighted in exhibiting the boundless 
vuli^arity of the Puritan party ! Lord Macaulay had 
only a paragraph or two to spare for the Reformation ; 
but as we note amongst the contents of his first 
chapter the following heads : ‘ The .Reformation and 
‘ its Effects,' ‘ Origin of the Church of England,’ ‘ Her 
‘ Peculiar Character,' we do not need to be further 
reminded of the views of that arch-Erastian. 

It is time someone put a stop to this ‘ help yourself ' 
procedure. What is needed to do this is a long, 
luminous, leisurely history, written by somebody who, 
though wholly engrossed by his subject, is yet abso- 
lutely indifferent to it. 

The great want at present is of common knowledge; 
common, that is, to all parties. The Catholic tells his 
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story, which is much the most interesting one, sure of 
his audience. The Protestant falls back upon his Fox, 
and relights the fires of Smithfield with entire self- 
satisfaction. The Erastian flourishes his Acts of 
Parliament in the face of the Anglican, who burrows 
like a cony in the rolls of Convocation. Each is 
familiar with one set of facts, and shrinks nervously 
from the honour of an introduction to a totally new set. 
We are not going to change our old ‘ mumpslmus ’ for 
anybody’s new ‘ sumpsimus.’ But we must some day, 
and we shall when this new history gets itself written. 

The subject cannot be said to lack charm. Border 
lands, marches, passes are always romantic. No bag- 
man can cross the Tweed without emotion. The 
wanderer on the Malvern Hills soon learns'to turn his 
eyes from the dull eastward plain to where they can 
be feasted on the dim outlines of wild Wales. Border 
periods of history have something of the same charm. 
How the old thing ceased to be ? How the new thing 
became what it is ? How the old colours faded, and 
the old learning disappeared, and the Church of 
Edward the Confessor, and St. Thomas of Canter- 
bury, and William of Wykeham, became the Church 
of George the Third, Archbishop Tait, and Dean 
Stanley ? There is surely a tale to be told. Some- 
thing must have happened at the Reformation. 
Somebody was dispossessed. The common people no 
longer heard ‘ the blessed mutter of the mass,’ nor saw 
‘ God made and eaten all uay long.’ Ancient services 
ceased, old customs were disregarded, familiar words 
began to go out of fashion. The Reformation meant 
something. On these points the Catholics entertain 
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no kind of doubt. That they suffered ejectment they 
tehrfully admit. Nor, to do them justice, have they 
ever acquiesced in the wrong they allege was then 
done them, or exhibited the faintest admiration for the 
intruder. 

‘ Have ye beheld the young God of the Seas, 

My dispossessor ? Have ye seen his face ? 

Have ye beheld his chariot foam’d along 
By noble wing’d creatures he hath made ? 

I saw him on the calmed waters scud, 

With such a glow of beauty in his eyes 
That it enforced me to bid sad farewell 
To all my empire.’ 

This has never been the attitude or the language of 
the Roman Church towards the Anglican. ‘Canter- 
‘bury 'has gone its way, and York is gone, and 
‘ Durham is gone, and Winchester is gone. It was 
‘ sore to part with them.’ So spoke Dr. Newman on 
a memorable occasion. His distress would have been 
no greater had the venerable buildings to which he 
alluded been in the possession of the Baptists. 

But against this view must be set the one represented 
by the somewhat boisterous Church of Englandism of 
Dean Hook, who ever maintained that all the Church 
did at the Reformation was to wash her dirty face, 
and that consequently she underwent only an external 
and not a corporate change during the process. 

There are thousands of pious souls to whom the 
question, What happened at the Reformation ? is of 
supreme importance ; and yet there is no history of 
the period written by a ‘ kinless loon,’ whose own 
personal indifference to Church Authority shall be as 
great as his’ passion for facts, his love of adventures 
and biography, and his taste for theology. 
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In the meantime, and pending the production of the 
immortal work, it is pleasant to notice that annually 
the historian’s task is being made easier. Books are 
being published, and old manuscripts edited and 
printed, which will greatly assist the good man, and 
enable him to write his book by his own fireside. The 
Catholics have been very active of late years. They 
have shaken off their shyness and reserve, and however 
reluctant they still may be to allow their creeds to be 
overhauled and their rites curtailed by strangers, they 
have at least come with their histories in their hands 
and invited criticism. The labours of Father Morris 
of the Society of Jesus, and of the iate Father Knox of 
the London Oratory, greatly lighten and adorn the 
path of the student who loves to be told what hap- 
pened long ago, not in order that he may know how to 
cast his vote at the next election, but simply because 
it so happened, and for no other reason whatsoever. 

Father Knox’s name has just been brought before 
the world, not, it is to be hoped, for the last time, by 
the publication of a small book, partly his, but chiefly 
the work of the Rev. T. E. Bridgett, entitled ‘The 
‘True Story of the Catholic Hierarchy deposed by 
‘ Queen Elizabeth, with Fuller Memoirs of its Two 
‘ Last Survivors’ (Burns and Oates). 

The book was much wanted. When Queen Mary 
died, on the 17th of November, 1558, the dioceses of 
Oxford, Salisbury, Bangor, Gloucester, and Hereford 
were vacant. The Archbishop of G^mterbury, Reg- 
inald Pole, died a few hours after his royal relative ; 
and the Bishops of Rochester, Norwich, Chichestef, 
and Bristol did not long survive her. It thus hap- 
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pened that at the opening of 1559 there were only 
sixteen bishops on the bench. What became of them ? 
The book I have just mentioned answers this deeply 
interesting question. 

One of them, Oglethorpe of Carlisle, was induced to 
crown the Queen, which service was, however, per- 
formed according to the Roman ceremonial, and 
included the Unction, the Pontifical Mass, and the 
Communion ; but when the oath prescribed by the 
Act of Supremacy was tendered to the bishops, they 
all, with one exception, Kitchen of Llandaff, declined 
to take it, and their depositions followed in due course, 
though at different dates during the year 1559. They 
were, iri plain English, turned out, and their places 
given to others. 

A whole hierarchy turned a-begging like this might 
have been a very startling thing — but it does not seem 
to have been so. There was no Ambrose among the 
bishops. The mob showed no disposition to rescue 
Bonner from the Marshalsea. The Queen called them 
‘ a set of lazy scamps.’ This was hard measure. 
The reverend authors of the book before me call them 
‘confessors,' which they certainly Were. But there 
is something disappointing and non -apostolic about 
them. They none of them came to violent ends. 
What did happen to them ? 

The classical passage recording their fortunes occurs 
in Lord Burghley’s ‘Execution of Justice in England,’ 
which appeared m 1583. His lordship in a good- 
tempered vein runs through the list of the deposed 
bishops one by one, and says in substance, and in a 
style not unlike Lord Russell’s, that the only hardship 
put upon them was their removal ‘ from their ecclesias- 
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‘ tical offices, which they would not exercise according 
‘to law/ For the rest, they were ‘fora great titne 
‘ retained in bishops’ houses in very civil and courteous 
‘ manner, without charge to themselves or their friends, 
‘until the time the Pope began, by his Bulls and 
‘ messages, to offer trouble to the realm by stirring of 
‘ rebellion / then, Burghley admits, some of them were 
removed to more quiet places, but still without being 
‘ called to any capital or bloody question/ , 

In this view historians have pretty generally ac- 
quiesced. Camden speaks of Tunstall of Durham 
dying at Lambeth ‘ in free custody ’ — a happy phrase 
which may be recommended to those of Her Majesty’s 
subjects in Ireland who find themselves in prison 
under a statute of Edward III,, not for doing anything, 
but for refusing to say they will not do it again. 
Even that most erudite and delightful of English 
Catholics, Charles Butler, who is one of the pleasant- 
est memories of Lincoln’s Inn, made but little of the 
sufferings of these bishops, whilst some Protestant 
writers have thought it quite amazing they were not 
all burnt as heretics. ‘There were no retaliatory 
‘burnings,’ says 'Canon Perry regretfully. But this 
surely is carrying Anglican assurance to an extra- 
ordinary pitch. What were they to be burnt for ? 
You are burnt for heresy. That is right enough. 
No one would complain of that. But who in the year 
1 559 would have been bold enough to declare that the 
Archbishop of York was a heretic f 6 r refusing an oath 
prescribed by an Act of the Queen of the same year ? 
Why, even now, after three centuries and a quarter of 
possession, I suppose Lord Selborne would hesitate 
before burning the Archbishop of Westminster as a 
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heretic. Hanging is a different matter. It is very 
easy to get hanged — but to be burnt requires a com- 
bination of circimstances not always forthcoming. 
Canon Perry should have remembered this. 

These deposed bishops were neither burnt nor 
hanged. The aged Tunstall of Durham, who had 
played a very shabby part in Henry’s time, died, 
where he was bound to die, in his bed, very shortly 
after hk deposition ; so also did the Bishops of Lich- 
field and Coventry, St. David’s, Carlisle, and Win- 
chester. Dr. Scott of Chester, after four years in 
the Fleet prison, managed to escape to Belgium, where 
be died in 1565. Dr. Pate of Worcester, who was a 
Council of Trent man, spent three years in the Tower, 
and then contrived to slip away unobserved. Dr. 
Poole of Peterborough was never in prison at all, but 
was allowed to live in retirement in the neighbourhood 
of London till his death in 1 568. Bishop Bonner was 
kept a close prisoner in the Marshalsea till his death 
in 1569. He was not popular in London. As he had 
burnt about one hundred and twenty persons, this need 
not surprise us. Bishop Bourne of Bath and Wells 
was lodged in the Tower from June, 1 560, to the autumn 
of 1563, when the plague breaking out, he was 
quartered on the new Bishop of Lincoln, who had to 
provide him with bed and board till May, 1566, after 
which date the ex-bishop was allowed to be at large 
till his death in 1 569. The Bishop of Exeter was kept 
in the Tower fSr three years. What subsequently 
bpcame of him is not known. He is supposed to have 
lived in the country. Bishop Thirlby of Ely, after three 
years in the Tower, lived for eleven years with Arch- 
bishop Parker, uncomfortably enough, without confes- 
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sion or mass. Then he died. It is not to be supposed 
that Parker ever told his prisoner that they both be- 
longed to the same Church. Dr. Heath, the Archbishop 
of York, survived his deprivation twenty years, three 
only of which were spent in prison. He was a man of 
more mark than most of his brethren, and had de- 
fended the Papal supremacy with power and dignity 
in his place in Parliament. The Queen, who had a 
liking for him, was very anxious to secure his presence 
at some of the new offices, but he would never go, 
summing up his objections thus : — ‘ Whatever is con- 
‘ trary to the Catholic faith is heresy, whatever is 
‘contrary to Unity is schism.^ On getting out of the 
Tower, Dr. Heath, who had a private estate, lived 
upon it till his death. Dr. Watson of Lincoln was 
the most learned and the worst treated of the deposed 
bishops. He was in the Tower and the Marshalsca, 
with short intervals, from 1559 to 1577, when he was 
handed over to the custody of the Bishop of Win- 
chester, who passed him on, after eighteen months, to 
his brother of Rochester, from whose charge he was 
removed to join other prisoners in Wisbeach Castle, 
where very queer things happened. Watson died at 
Wisbeach in 1584. There was now but one bishop 
left, the by no means heroic Goldwell of St. Asaph’s, 
who in June, 1559, proceeded in disguise to the sea- 
coast, and crossed over to the Continent without being 
recognized. He continued to live abroad for the rest 
of his days, which ended on the 3rJ of April, 1585 
With him the ancient hierarchy ceased to exist. That 
at least, is the assertion of the reverend authors of the 
book referred to. There are those who maintain the 
contrary. 
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T he vivacious, the in fact far too vivacious, Abbe 
Galiani, writing to Madame d’Epinay, observes 
witli unwonted seriousness; ‘Je remarque que le 
‘ caractfere dominant des Fran^ais perce toujours. Ils 
‘ sont causeurs, raisonneurs, badins par essence ; un 
* mauvais tableau enfante une bonne brochure ; ainsi, 
‘ vous parlerez mieux des arts que vous n’en ferez 
‘jamais. II se trouvera, au bout du compte, dans 
‘ quelques sifecles, que vous aurez le mieux raisonne, 
‘ le mieux discute ce que toutes les autres nations 
‘ aurout fait de mieux.' To affect to foretell the final 
balance of an account which is not to be closed for 
centuries demands either celestial assurance or Nea- 
politan impudence ; but, regarded as a guess, the 
Abba’s was a shrewd one. The post-mortem may prove 
him wrong, but can hardly prove him absurdly wrong. 

We owe much to the French — enlightenment, 
pleasure, variety, surprise ; they have helped us in a 
great many ways: amongst others, to play an occa- 
sional game of hide-and-seek with Puritanism, a dis- 
traction in which there is no manner of harm ; unless, 
incfeed, the dfemure damsel were to turn huffy, and 
alter we had hidden ourselves, refuse to find us again. 
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Then, indeed — to use a colloquial expression — there 
would be the devil to pay. 

But nowhere have the French been so helpful, in 
nothing else has the change from the native to the 
foreign article been so delightful, as in this very matter 
of criticism upon which the Abbe Galiani had seized 
more than a hundred years ago. Mr. David Stott has 
lately published two small volumes of translations 
from the writings of Sainte-Beuve, the famous critic, 
who so long has been accepted as the type of all that 
is excellent in French criticism. P'rench turned into 
English is always a woful spectacle — the pale, smile- 
less corpse of what was once rare and radiant ; but it 
is a thousand times better to read Sainte-Beuv'e or any 
other good foreign author in English than not to 
read him at all. Everybody has not time to emulate 
the poet Rowe, who learned Spanish in order to 
qualify himself, as he fondly thought, for a snug berth 
at Madrid, only to be told by his scholarly patron that 
now he could read ‘ Don Quixote ’ in the original. 

We hope these two volumes may be widely 
read, as they deserve to be, and that they may set 
their readers thinking what it is that makes Sainte- 
Beuve so famous a critic and so delightful a writer. 
His volumes are very numerous. ‘ All Balzac’s novels 
‘occupy a shelf,’ says Browning’s Bishop; Sainte- 
Beuve’s criticisms take up quite as much room. The 
‘ Causeries du Lundi ’ and the ‘ Nouveaux Lundis ’ fill 
some twenty-eight tomes. A priori^one would be dis- 
posed to mutter, ‘ There is more than enough.’ Can 
any man turned forty truthfully declare that he wisties 
De Quincey had left thirty volumes behind him instead 
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of fifteen ? Great is De Quincey, but so elaborate are 
his movements, so tremendous his literary contortions, 
that when you have done with him you feel it would 
be cruelty to keep him stretched upon the rack of his 
own style for a moment longer. Sainte-Beuve is as 
easy as may be. Never before or since has there been 
an author so well content with his subject, whatever it 
might chance to be ; so willing to be bound within its 
confines, and not to travel beyond it. In this excellent 
‘ stay-at*home ’ quality, he reminds the English reader 
more of Addison than of any of our later critics and 
essayists. These latter are too anxious to please, far 
too disposed to believe that, apart from themselves 
and their flashing wits, their readers can have no 
possible interest in the subject they have in hand. 
They are ever seeking to adorn their theme instead of 
exploring it. They are always prancing, seldom will- 
ing to take a brisk constitutional along an honest 
turnpike road. Even so admirable, so sensible a 
writer as Mr. Lowell is apt to worry us with his 
Elizabethan profusion of imagery, epithet, and wit. 
‘ Something too much of this,’ we cry out before we 
are half-way through. William Hazlitt, again, is 
really too witty. It is uncanny. Sainte-Beuve never 
leases his readers in this way. You often catch your- 
self wondering why it is you are interested, so matter- 
of-fact is his narrative. The dates of the births and 
deaths of his authors, the facts as to their parentage 
and education, arp placed before you with stern sim- 
plicity, and without a single one of those quips and 
cranks which. Carlyle (‘ God rest his soul ! — he was a 
' merry man ’) scattered with full hands over his ex- 
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plosive pages. But yet if you are interested, as for 
the most part you are, what a triumph for sobriety 
and good sense ! A noisy author is as bad as a barrel- 
organ ; a quiet one is as refreshing as a long pause in 
a foolish sermon. 

Sainte-Beuve covered an enormous range in his 
criticism ; he took the Whole of Literature as his 
province. It is an amusing trait of many living 
authors whose odd craze it is to take themselves and 
what they are fond of calling their ‘ work ’ — by which 
if you please, they mean their rhymes and stories — 
very seriously indeed, to believe that critics exist for 
the purpose of calling attention to them — these living 
solemnities — and pointing out their varied excellences, 
or promise of excellence, to an eager book-buying 
public. To detect in some infant’s squall the rich 
futurity of a George Eliot, to predict a glorious career 
for Gus Hoskins — this it is to be a true critic. For 
my part, 1 think a critic better occupied, though he be 
destitute of the genius of Lamb or Coleridge, in call- 
ing attention to the real greatnesses or shortcomings 
of dead authors than in dictating to his neighbours 
what they ought to think about living ones. If you 
teach me or help me to think aright about Milton, you 
can leave me to deal with ‘ The Light of Asia ’ on my 
own account. Addison was better employed expound- 
ing the beauties of ‘ Paradise Lost ’ to an unappreci- 
ative age than when he was puffing Philips and 
belittling Pope, or even than he wou[d have been had 
he puffed Pope and belittled Philips. 

Sainte-Beuve was certainly happier . snuffing the 
‘ parfums du passee ' than when ranging amongst the 
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celebrities of his own day. His admiration for Victor 
Hugo, which so notoriously grew cool, is supposed to 
have been by no means remotely connected with an 
admiration for Victor Hugo’s wife. These things 
cannot be helped, but if you confine yourself to the 
past they cannot happen. 

The method pursued by this distinguished critic 
during the years he was producing his weekly 
‘ Causerie,’ was to shut himself up alone with his 
selectee! author — that is, with his author’s writings, 
.letters, and cognate works — for five days in the 
week. This was his period of immersion, of satur- 
ation. On the sixth day he wrote his criticism. 
On the seventh he did no manner of work. The 
following day the ‘ Causerie ’ appeared, and its author 
shut himself up again with another set of books to 
produce another criticism. This was a workmanlike 
method. Sainte-Beuve had a genuine zeal to be a 
good workman in his own trade — the true instinct of 
the craftsman, always honoured in France, not so 
honoured as it deserves to be in England. 

Sainte-Beuve's most careless reader cannot fail to 
observe his contentment with his subject, his restraint, 
and his good sense — all workmanlike qualities ; but a 
more careful study of his writings fully warrants his 
title to the possession of other qualities it would be 
rash to rank higher, but which, here in England, we 
are accustomed to reward with more lavish praise — 
namely, insight, sympathy, and feeling. 

To begin with, he was endlessly curious about 
{People, without being in the least bit a gossip or a 
tattler. His interest never fails him, yet never leads 

22 
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him astray. His skill in collecting the salient facts 
and in emphasizing the important ones is marvellous. 
How unerring was his instinct in these matters the* 
English reader is best ablef.<to judge by his handling of 
English authors, so diverse and so difficult as Cowper, 
Gibbon, and Chesterfield. He never so much as 
stumbles. He understands Olney as well as Lausanne, 
Lady Austen and Mrs. Unwin as well as Madame 
Necker or the Hampshire Militia. One feels sure 
that he could have written a better papier on John 
Bunyan than Macaulay did, a wiser on John Wesley , 
than anybody has ever done. 

Next to his curiosity must be ranked his sympathy, 
a sympathy all the more contagious because so 
quietly expressed, and never purporting to be based 
on intellectual accord. He handles mankind tenderly 
though firmly. His interest in them is not merely 
scientific — his methods are scientific, but his heart is 
human. Read his three papers on Cowper over again, 
and you will agree with me. How thoroughly he 
appreciates the charm of Cowper’s happy hours — his 
pleasant humour — his scholarlike fancies — his witty 
verse ! No clumsy jesting about old women and balls 
of worsted. It is the mixture of insight with sympathy 
that is so peculiarly delightful. 

Sainte-Beuve’s feeling is displayed doubtless in 
many ways, but to me it is always most apparent 
when he is upholding modesty and grace and wisdom 
against their loud-mouthed opposite?. When he is 
doing this, his words seem to quiver with emotion — 
the critic almost becomes the preacher. I gladly take 
an example from one of the volumes already referred 
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to; It occurs at the close of a paper on Camille 
Desmoulins, of whom Sainte-Beuve does his best to 
speak kindly, but the reaction comes — powerful, over- 
whelming, sweeping all before it : 

‘ What a longing we feel after reading these pages, 

‘ encrusted with mire and blood — pages which are the 
‘ living image of the disorder in the souls and morals 
‘ of those times ! What a need we experience of 
‘ takingj^ up some wise book, where common -sense 

* predominates, and in which the good language is but 
the reflection of a delicate and honest soul, reared in 

‘ habits of honour and virtue ! We exclaim : Oh ! for 
‘ the style of honest men — of men who have revered 

* everything worthy of respect ; whose innate feelings 
‘ have ever been governed by the principles of good 
‘ taste ! Oh ! for the polished, pure, and moderate 
‘ writers ! Oh ! for Nicole’s Essays, for D’Aguesseau 
‘ writing the Life of his Father. Oh ! Vauvenargues ! 
‘ Oh ' Pellisson !’ 

1 have quoted from one volume ; let me now quote 
from the other. I will take a passage from the paper 
on Madame de Souza : 

‘ In stirring times, in moments of incoherent and 
‘ confused imagination like the present, it is natural to 
‘ make for the most important point, to busy one’s self 
‘ with the general working, and everywhere, even in 
‘ literature, to strike boldly, aim high, and shout 
‘ through trumpets and speaking-tubes. The modest 
‘ graces will perlJaps come back after a while, and 
‘ come with an expression appropriate to their new 
‘ svjrroundingS. I would fain believe it ; but while 
‘ hoping for the best, I feel sure that it will not be 
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‘ to-morrow that their sentiments and their speech will 
‘ once more prevail.’ 

But I must conclude with a sentence from Sainto- 
Beuve’s own pen. Of Joubert he says : ‘ II a une 
* mani^re qui fait qu’il ne dit rien, absolument rien 
‘ comme un autre. Cela est sensible dans les lettres 
‘ qu'il 6crit, et ne laisse pas de fatiguejr a la longue.’ 
This is piercing criticism. Sainte-Beuve was always 
willing to write like another man. Joubert was not. 
And yet, strange paradox ! there will be always more 
men able to write in the strained style of Joubert than 
in the natural style of Sainte-Beuve. It is easier to 
be odd, intense, overwise, enigmatic, than to be 
sensible, simple, and to see the plain truth about 
things. 


THE END. 


BILLING AND .SONS, LTD., PRINTERS, GUH-DKOKD 



WORKS BY THE 

Right Hon. AUGUSTINE BIRRELL, M.P. 


QBITfiR DICTA. (First Series.) Foolscap 8vo., cloth, 

5s. Cheap Edition, foolscap 8vo., cloth, 2s. 6d. 

‘ Some admirably-written essays, . . . amusing and brilliant.* — Spectator, 

‘ A brilliant and thought-compelling --Academy , 

OBITER DICTA. (Second Series.) Foolscap 8vo., cloth, 

5$. Cheap Edition, foolscap 8vo., cloth, 2s. 6d. 

‘ A volume of delightful essays. Mr. BirrcU's great charm lies in his 
style. It is simply admirable.’ — Vanity Fair. 

COLLECTED ESSAYS. Second Edition. Crown 8vo., 
cloth, two volumes, 12s. The two volumes are tastefully printed 
in lar^e type to supply the need of a Library Edition. Volume 1 . 
contains ‘Obiter Dicta,’ First and Second Series; Volume 11 . con- 
tains Essays about ‘ Men, Women, and Books,’ and ‘ Res Judicatae ’ 

‘ Mr. Birrell is a charming companion. He is so able, so bright, witty, 
and occasionally sarcastic, that no one can be dull in his company.' — 
Skejffkcld Independent, 

IN THE NAME OF THE BODLEIAN, AND OTHER 
ESSAYS.^ This volume consists of a Series of Bright Essays on 
Literary Subjects in the author’s attractive manner. Square 
crown Svo., cloth, 5s. net. Second and Cheap Edition, square 
crown Svo., cloth, 2s. 6d. net. 

‘ Mr. Birrell delights us on every page when he comes before us as an 
essayist, . . . a worthy companion to “ Obiter Dicta,’" — Daily Telegraph, 

MEN, WOMEN, AND BOOKS, ESSAYS ABOUT. 

(Uniform with ‘ Obiter Dicta.’) Foolscap 8vo., cloth, 5s. Cheap 
Edition, foolscap 8vo., cloth, 2s. Cd. 

‘ Mr. Birrell’s light and ea.sy .style well befits his generally kindly judg- 
ments. A very entertaining and handy little boQk for leisurely reading.’ — 
Times, 

MISCELLANIES. (Uniform with ‘ Obiter Dicta.’) Second 

Edition. Foolscap 8vo,, cloth, 5s. 

‘ Mr. Birrell is the soundest possible guide in the art of reading. He is 
no less delightful as a pure critic.’— Speaker. 

RES JUDICATA.. (Uniform with ‘Men, Women, and 

Books.’) Cheap Edition. Foolscap Svo., cloth, 2s. 6d. 

‘ One of the most charmingly-written books of criticism which has ever 
been penned.' — Daily Telegraph. 

^ ‘ Clever and distinctly entertaining.' — National Observer. 


LONDON : ELLIOT STOCK, 62, PATERNOSTER ROW, E.C. 



THE LIBRARY OF ART 

Embracing Painting, Sculpture, ArchitecturR, rtc, 

EdUed by Mrs. S. ARTHUR STRONG, LL.D. 

The most authoritative library of art criticism ever planned. All schools ^il 
periods are represented, but only the greatest masters emerge as biographies. 
The rest are treated in relation to their fellows and forerunners as incidents of a 
development. In this way the Series reflects the subject in its true proportions 
more closeijr than has been attempted hitherto. 

The contributors are, of necessity, international, and include only those writers 
who, by making real additions to knowledge, have earned their right to speak 
with authority on the different subjects entrusted to them. 

Extra cloth, with lettering and design in gold. Large crown 8vo. (7! in. X 
sf gih top, headband. 5s. net a volume. Inland postage sd. 

LIST OF VOLUMES 

DONATELLO. By Lord Balcarres. With 58 Plates. * 

GREAT MASTERS OF DUTCH AND FLEMISH PAINTING. By 

Dr. W. Bode. With 48 Plates. 

REMBRANDT. By G. Baldwin Brown, Fine Art Professor in the University 
of Edinburgh. With 45 Plates. 

ANTONIO POLLAIUOLO. By Maud Cruti wki l. With 50 Plates. 
VERROCCHIO. By Maud Ckuttwell. With 48 Plates. 

THE LIVES OF THE BRITISH ARCHITECTS. By K. Bekksfokd 
Chancellor. With 45 Plates. 

THE SCHOOL OF MADRID. By A. dk Bukultk y Mokk i . With 4S Plates. 
WILLIAM BLAKE* By Ba.sil di-. Sfci-LNC*»UK i . With 40 Plates. 

GIOTTO. By Basil de S^uncouki. With 44 Plato. 

FRENCH PAINTING IN THE SIXTEENTH CENTURY. By L. 

Dimiek. With 50 Plates. 

THE SCHOOL OF FERRARA. By Edmund G. Gardnek, With 50 IMatC'-.. 
SIX GREEK SCULPTORS. (Myron, Pheidias, Polykleitos, Skopa>, 
Praxiteles, and Lysippos.) By Ek.nlm Gakdm k, Professor of Greek 
.Archaeology at the University of London. With 8r Plates 
TITIAN. By Dr. Gf.oko Gkonau. With 54 Plates. 

CONSTABLE. By M. Sturoe Henderson. With 48 Plates. 
PISANELLO. By G. F. Hill. With 50 Plates. 

MICHAEL ANGELO. By Sir Chari es Hoi royo. With 52 Plates. 
MEDIi4EVAL ART, By W. R. Lethahn. With 66 Plates and 120 Drawings 
in the Text 

THE SCOTTISH SCHOOL OF PAINTING. By Wilham D. MlK.w, 
R.S.A. With 46 Plates. 

CHRISTOPHER WREN. By Lena Milman. With upwards of 60 Plates. 
CORREGGIO. By T. SiURf.E Moore. With 55 Plates. 

ALBERT DURER. By T. Siur(.k Mo, »Ri:. With 4 Copperplate*; ami 50 
Half-tone Engravings. 

SIR WILLIAM BEECHBY, K. A. By W. Roi.br rs. With 4.J Flate,. 
THE SCHOOL OP SEVILLE. By Shnok SKNTK^Ac.!l. With 50 I'laies. 
ROMAN SCULPTURE FROM AUGUSTUS* TO CONSTANTINE. 
Bv Mrs. S. Arthur Stkom,, LL.D., Editor of the Series. With 130 
Plates. Two volumes. 

* This excellent Series.' — Tunis. ' . 

LONDON; DUCKWORTH &> CO., COVKNl GARDEN, W.C. 



Yhe popular library of art 

Pocket Volumes of Biographical and Critical 
Value on the Great Painters, with very 
many Reproductions of the Artists* Work 

Each volume averages 200 pages, pocket size i6mo. (6in,x 
33 in.), with from 40 to 50 Illustrations. 

To be had in different styles of binding: Boards gilt, is. net ; 
green canvas and red cloth gilt. 2s. net ; limp lambskin, red 
and green, 2s. 6d. net. Several titles can also be had in the 
popular Persian yapp binding, in box, 2S. 6d. net each. Inland 
postage 3d. a volume. 

LIST OF VOLUMES 

BOTTICELLI. By Julia Cartwright (Mrs. Ady). 
RAPHAEL. By Julia Cartwright (Mrs. Ady). 
FREDERICK WALKER. By Clementina Black. 
REMBRANDT. By Auguste Breal. 

VELAZQLIEZ. By Auguste Breal. 

QAINSBORQUQH. By Arthur B. Chamberlain. 
CRUIK5HANK. By W. H. Chesson. 

BLAKE. By G. K. Chesterton. 

G. F. WATTS. By G. K. Chesterton. 

ALBRECHT DURER. By Lina Eckenstein. 

THE ENGLISH WATER-COLOUR PAINTERS. By 

A. J. Finberg. 

HOGARTH. By Edward Garnett. 

LEONARDO DA VINCI. By Dr. Georg .Gronau. 
HOLBEIN. By Ford Madox Hueffer. 

ROSSETTI. By Ford Madox Hueffer. 

THE PRE-RAPHAELITE BROTHERHOOD. By Ford 
Madox Hueffer. 

PERUQINO. By Edward Hutton. 

MILLET. By Rom AIN Rolland. 

WATTEAU. By. C amille Mauclair. 

THE FRENCH f/VlPRESSlONISTS. By Camille 
Mauclair. 

WHf;5TLER. By Bernhard Sickert. 

LONDON : DUCKWORTH CO., COVENT GARDEN, W.C. 



THE GROWN LIBRARY 

A New Series comprising Distinguished Copyright Works 
on Philosophy, Science, Art, and Literature 

Demy 8uo., gilt tops, 58, net a volume ; postage ^d. 

THE RUBA’IYYAT OF ’UMAR KHAYYAM. Fitz- 
gerald’s Second Edition (London, 1868), edited, with an 
Introduction and Notes, by Edward Heron Allen. 

SCIENCE AND RELIGION IN CONTEMPORARY 
PHILOSOPHY. By Emile Bodtrodx, Professor of 
Philosophy in the University of Paris. English translation 
by Jonathan Neild. 

WANDERINGS IN ARABIA. By Charles MontAgd 
Doughty. An abridged edition of ‘Travels in Arabia 
Deserta,’ in 2 volumes. 

FOLK-LORE OF THE HOLY LAND: Moslem, 
Christian, and Jewish. By J. E. Hanader. Edited 
by Marmaduke Pickthall. 

THE NOTEBOOKS OF LEONARDO DA VINCI. Edited 
by Edward McCurdy. With 14 Illustrations. 

THE LIFE AND LETTERS OF LESLIE STEPHEN. 

By F. W. Maitland. With a Photogravure Portrait. 

THE COUNTRY MONTH BY MONTH. By J. A. Owen 
and G. S. Boulger. With 20 Illustrations. 

SPINOZA: His Life and Philosophy. By Sir Frederick 
Pollock, 

THE ENGLISH UTILITARIANS. By Sir Leslie Stephen. 
In 3 Volumes. 

Vol. I. JEREMY BENTHAM. 

,, II. JAMES MILL. 

,, III. JOHN STUART MILL. 

CRITICAL STUDIES. By S. Arthir Strong, M.A., late 
librarian at the House of Lords, with a memoir by Lord 
Balcarres, M.P. 


LONDON : DUCKWORTH CO., COVKNT GARDEN, W.C. 



4. list of the libraries 

AND SERIES OF COPYRIGHT 
iBOOKS PUBLISHED BY 
DUCKWORTH Ssf CO. 



3 HENMETTA STREET, COVENT GARDEN 
LONDON, W.C.3 



2 DUCKWORTH & CO/S LIBRARIES AND SERIES 


THE LIBRARY OF ART 

Embracing Painting, Sculpture, Architecture, etc, EJited 
by Mrs S. Arthur Strong, LL.D. M,xtra c/oiA, with 
lettering and design in gold. Large cr. ivo (yf in. by 
5j in,), yj. 6rf. net a volume. Postage 

LIST OF VOLUMES 

Rembrandt. By G. Baldwin Brown, of the University of Edinburgh. 
With 45 plates. 

Antonio Pollaiuolo. By Maud Cruttwcll. With 50 platw. 

Verrocchio. By Maud Cruttwell. With 48 plates. 

The Lives of the British Architects, By E. Beresfoid 
Chancellor. With 45 plates. 

The School of Madrid. By A. dc Beruete y Morct. With 48 
plates. 

William Blakb. By B$tsil de Selincourt. With 40 plates. 

Giotto. By Basil de Selincourt. With 44 plates. 

French Painting in the Sixteenth Century, By L. Dimier. 
With 50 plates. 

The School of P'errara, By Edmund G. Gardner, With 50 plates. 

Six Greek Sculptors. (Myron, Pheidias, Polykleitos, Skopas, 
Praxiteles, and Lysippos.) By Ernest Gardner. With 81 plates. 

Titian. By Georg Gronau. With 54 plates. 

Constable. By M* Sturge Henderson. With 48 plates. 

Pisanello. By G, F. Hill. With 50 plates. 

Michael Angelo. By Sir Charles Holroyd. With 52 plates. 

Mediaeval Art. By W. R, Letbaby. With 66 plates and 120 
drawings in the text. 

The Scottish School of Painting. By William D. McKay, 
R,S.A. With 46 plates. 

Christopher Wren. By Lena M»lman. .With upwards of 60 plates. 

Correggio. By T. Sturge Moore. With 55 plates. 

Albert Dursr. By T. Sturge Moore. With 4 copperplates and 50 
half-tone engravings. 



DUCKWORTH & CO.’S LIBRARIES AND SERIES 3 

The Library or Asx— continued 

Sir William Brechby, R. A* By W. Roberts. 49 platei^ 

Th* School of Seville. By N. Sentcftach. With 50 plates. 

rSman Sculpture from Augustus to Constantine. By Mrs 
S. Arthur Strong, LL.D., Editor of the Series. 2 vols. With 
130 plates. [Temporarily out of Print.] 


THE POPULAR LIBRARY OF ART 

Pocket volumes of biographical and critical value, with very 
many reproductions of the artists’ works. Each volume 
••averages 200 pages, i6nio, with from 40 to 50 
illustrations, quarter-bound cloth, ^s. net a volume. 
Postage 4d, 

LIST OF VOLUMES 

Botticelli. By Julia Cartwright, 

Kaphabl. By Julia Cartwright. 

Frbderick Walker. By Clementina Black. 

Rembrandt. By Auguste Break 
Velazquez. By Auguste Break 
Gainsborough. By Arthur B. Chamberlain. 

Cruikshank, By W. H. Chesson. 

Blake. G. K. Chesterton. 

G. F. Watts. By G. K. Chesterton. 

ALBRiicHT DiiRER. By Lina Eckenstein. 

The English Water-Colour Painters. By A. J, Finbcrg. 
Hogarth. By Edward Garnett. 

Leonardo da Vinci, By Georg Gronau. 

H013EIN. By Fq;rd Madox Hueffer. 

Rossetti. By Ford Madox HuefTer. 



4 DUCKWORTH & CO.’S LIBRARIES AND SERIES 

The Popular Library of AKT~mttifiued 

Thb Pre-Raphaelite Brotherhood/ By Ford Madox Htreflfer. 
Perugino, By Edward Hutton, 

Millet, By Romain Rolland. 

Wattead. By Camille Mauclair. 

The French Impressionists. By Camille Mauclair, 

Whistler. By Bernhard Sickert. 


MASTERS OF PAINTING 

IFM many illusirations in phoio^ravme. 

A series which gives in each volume a large, number of 
examples reproduced in photogravure of the works of its 
subject. The first series of books on art issued at a popular 
price to use this beautiful method of leproduction. 

The letterpiess is the same as the volumes in the Popular 
Library of Art, but it is reset, the size of the volumes being 
8| ins. by 5I ins. There are no less than 32 plates in each 
book. Bound in cloth v\iih gold on side, gold lettering 
on back : picture wrapper, 5^. net a volume, postage 

This is the first time that a number of photogravure 
illustrations have been given in a series published at a 
popular price. The process having been very costly has 
been reserved for expensive volumes or restricted to perhaps 
a frontispiece in the case of books issued at a moderate 
price. A new departure in the art of printing has recently 
been made with the machining of photogravures; the 
wonderfully clear detail and beautifully soft effect of the 
photogravure reproductions being obtained as effectively as 
by the old method. It is this great advance in the printing 
of illustrations which makes it possiblff to produce this series. 

The volumes are designed to give as much value as pos- 
sible, and for the time being are the last word in popular 
. book production. * 
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be difbcult to conceive of more concise, suggestive, 
and h^ful volitmes than these. All who read them will be 
aware of a sensible increase in their knowledge and apprecia- 
tion 6f art and the world’s masterpieces. 

The six volumes are : 


Raphael. By Julia Cart\\ right. 
Botticelli. By Julia Cartwright. 

G. F. Watts. By G. K. Chesterton. 
Leonardo da Vinci. By Georg Gronau. 
Holbein. By Ford Madox Hueffer. 
Rosset'II. By Ford Madox Ilueffer. 


THE CROWN LIBRARY 

The books included in this series are standard copyright 
works, issued in similar style at a uniform price, and arc 
eminently suited for the library. They are particularly 
acceptable as prize volumes for advanced students. Demy 
8vo, size 9 in. by 5I in. CM/i gi/t, gilt top. 6 d. net 
Postage 7^, ^ 

The RubA’iyAt ok 'Umar KhayyAm (Fitzgerald’s 2nd Edition). 
Edited, with an Intioduction and Notes, by Edward Heron Allen. 

Wanderings in Arabia. By Charles M. Doughty. An abridged 
edition of “Travels in Arabia J^eserta.” With portrait and 
map. In 2 vois. 

Folk-Lore of the Holy Land : Moslem, Christian, and Jewish. 
By J. E. llanauer. Edited by Marraadukc Pickthall. 

Mbdlcval Sicily. By Cecilia Waem. 

Birds and Man, By W. II. Hudson. With a fiontispiece in 
colour. 

The Note-Books of Leonardo da Vinci. Edited by Edward 
McCurdy. With 14 illustrations. [Temporarily out of Priut.] 

The Life and Letters of Leslie Stephen. By F, W. Maitland. 
With a photogravtre portrait. 

The Country Month by Month. By J. A. Owen and G. S. 
• Boulger. With notes on Birds by Lord Lilford. With 12 illns* 
trations in colour and 20 in black and white. 
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The Crown Library — continued 

Critical Studies, By S. Arthur Strong. With Memoir by Lord 
Balcarresi M.P. lUustrated. 

MODERN PLAYS 

Including the dramatic work of leading contemporary 
writers, such as Andreyef, BjOrnson, Galsworthy, Hauptmann, 
Ibsen, Maeterlinck^ Eden Phillpotts, Strindberg, Sudermann, 
Tchekoff, and others. 

In single volumes. Clothe 35. net; paper covers^ 2s. 6 d. net 
a volume ; postage ^d. ^ 

The Wheel. By James Bernard Fagan. 

The Revolt and the Escape. By Villiers de LTsIe Ackm. 
( Chth binding only, ) 

Hbrnani. a Tragedy, By Frederick Brock. (Cloth bidding only,) 
Passers-By. By C. Haddon Chambers. 

The Likeness of the Night, By Mrs W. K. Clifford, 

A Woman Alone. By Mrs W. K. Clifford. 

Loyalties. By John Gals woi thy. 

A Family Man. By John Galsworthy. 

The Silver Box. By John Galsworthy. 

Joy. By John Gakviorthy. 

Stripe. ' By John Galsworthy. 

Justice, By John Galsworthy. 

The Eldest Son. • By John Galsworthy. 

The Little Dream. By John Galsworthy. 

The Fugitive. By John Galsworthy. 

The Mob. By John Galswortjhy. 

The Pigeon, By John Galsworthy. 

A Bit 0 * Love. By John Galsworthy. 

Love's Comedy. By Henrik Ibsen. (Cloth binding only,) 

The Divine Gift. By Henry Arthur Jones. With an Introduc* 
tion and a Portrait. (5r. net. Cloth binding only,) 

The Widowing of Mrs Holroyd, A Diama. -By D. H* 
Lawrence. With an Introduction. (Cloth only^ Ss, net.) 
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Modern '^i»kH%^€oniiniMd 
rRTlR's Chancb. a Play. By Edith Lyttelton. 

'Tjkrbe Little Dramas. By Maurice Maeterlinck. (Cloth binding 

’ ^t) 

Tub HbaThbrfibld. By Edward Martyn. 

Mabtb. By Edward Martyn. 

Tub Dream Physician.* By Edward Martyn, 

St Francis of Assisi. A Play in Five Acts. By J.-A. Peladan. ^ 
(Cloth oftly^ p, 6d, net,) 

Tub Mother, A Play. By Eden Phillpotts. 

Thb Shadow. A Play. By Eden Phillpotts. 

Thi Se^bt Woman. A Drama. By Eden Phillpotts. 

The Farmer’s Wipe. A Comedy. By Eden Phillpotts. 

St George and the Dragon. A Play. By Eden Phillpotts. 
’fcoRTAiN Kaisers. One Act Plays. By Eden Phillpotts. 

Crboitors. Pariah. Two Plays. By August Strindberg. (CUtk 
himiing only.) 

There are Crimes and Crimes By August Strindberg. (Cloth 
binding only.) 

Five Lm’LB Plays, By Alfred Sutro. 

The Two Virtues, A Play. By Alfred Sutro. 

Freedom. A Play. By Alfred Sutro. 

The Choice. A Play. By Alfred Sutro. 

The Dawn (Les Aubes). By Emile Verhaeren. Translated by 
Ai thur Symons. ( Cloth binding only. ) 

The Princess of Hanover. By Margaret L. Woods. (Cloth 
binding only.) 

Plays. By Leonid Andreyef. Translafed from the Russiaoi 
with an Introduction by F. N. Scott and C. L. Meader. 
Cr. cloth gilt, 7 6d. net. Postage 6d. 

Playsl (First Series.) By Bjbrnstjeme Bjdrnson. (The 
Gauntlet, Beyond our Power, The New System.) With 
an Introduction and Bibliography, In one vol. Cr. 8 w. 
*js, 6d. net. •Postage 6d. 

Plays. (Second Series.) By Bjbrnstjerne Bjdrnson. (Love 
and ^ography, Beyond Human Might, Laboremus*) 
^ith*an Introduction by Edwin Bjdrkman. In one 
vol* Cr, Svo, T$, 6d, net Postage 6d. 
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Modern Plays — con(mued\Postage()d. unless otherwiyi^if^Cd^ 

Three Plays. By Mrs W. K. Clifford. (Hamilton’s Second 
Marriage, Thomas and the Princess, The Modern Way.) 
Sq. cr. %vo. 7 J. 6 </. net. 

Plays (First Series). By John Galsworthy. .Three ^lays 
(Joy, Strife, The Silver Box). Sq. cr. 8 w. is. net. 

Plays (Second Series). By John Galsworthy. Three Plays 
(Justice, The Little Dream, The Eldest Son). Sq, cr. 
Zvo. Ts. net. 

Plays (Third Series). By John Galsworthy. Three Play_s 
(The Pigeon, The Fugitive, The Mob). Cr. Zvo. p. 
net. 

Plays (Fourth Series). By John Galsworthy. Three Plays 
(Bit</Tx)\e, Skin Game, Foundations). *.51^. r/'. 'Svo, 
Ts, nei. 

Six Shor'i Plays. By John Galsworthy. (The Little Man, 
The First and the Last, Jlall Marked, Defeat, The Sun, 
Punch and Go.) Sq. cr. 8 rv>. net, Pbstage 5 ^ 3 ?. 

Plays. By Gwen John. (Outlaws, Corinna, Sealing the 
Compact, Edge Dark, The Case of Theresa, In the 
RectoPs Study.) With an Intioduction. Cr. Svo. js. 6d, 
net 

Four Tragedies. By Allan Monkhouse. (The Hayling 
Family, The Stricklands, Resentment, Reaping the 
Whirlwind.) Cr. %V 0 y doth gilt, net. 

Plays. By Eden ‘Phillpots. (I'he Mother, The Shadow, 
The Secret Woman.) Cr. ^vo. js, 6d. net 

Plays. (First Series.) By August Strindberg. (The Dream 
Play, The Link, The D;jince of Death, Part I. ; The 
Dance of Death, Part II.) Cr. ivo. ^s. 6d* net, * 

Plays. (Second Series.) By August Strindberg. (Creditors, 
Pariah, There are Crimes and Crimes, Miss Julia, The 
Stronger.) ^s. 6d. net ^ 

Plays. (Third Series.) By August Strindberg. (Advent, 
Simoom, Swan White, Debit and Credit, The Thwider 
Storm, After the Fire.) Cr. 8vo. p. 6d. net 
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Modern Plays — contimud 

Plays. (Fourth Series.) By August Strindberg. (The 
‘.•Bridal Crown, The Spook Sonata, The First Warning, 
^ Guslavus Vasa.) Cr. Svo, js. 6 d. net 

Plays. (First Series.) By Anton Tchekoff. (Uncle Vanya, 
Ivanoff, The Seagull, The Swan Song.) With .an 
Introduction. Cr, ivo. 7L 6 d, ?iet, 

Vlavs. (Second Series.) By Anton Tchekoff, (The Cherry 
Orchard, The Three Sisters, The Bear, The Proposal, 
The Marriage, The Anniversary, A Tragedian.) With an 
Introcjpction. Completing in two volumes the Dramatic 
Works of Tchekoff. Cr, Svo, p, 6rf. net 


THE READERS^ LIBRARY 

A new series of Copyright Wotks of Individual Merit and 
Permaficnt Value — the wotk of Authors of Repute, 

Library style. Cr, Zvo, Blue cloth gilt^ round backs% 

5L net a volume ; postage 5^. 

AVRIL. By Hilaire Belloc. Essays on the Poetry of the French 
Renaibb.iiice. 

Esto pRRPLruA, By Hilaire Belloc. Algerian Studies and Impressions. 
Caliban's (Iuidf. to LLiiKRS—LAMbKiNs Remains. By Hilaire 
Belloc. 

Men, Women, and Books : Res Jitdicata^: * By Augustine Birreif. 
Complete in one vol. 

Obiter Dicta. By Augustine Birrell. First and Second Series in 
one volume. 

Memoirs of a Surrey Labour^. By George Bourne. 

The Betteswor'ih Book, iiy George Bourne, 

Lucy Bettksworth. By George Bourne. 

Change in the Village, By George Bourne. 

Stodibs in Poetry. By Stopford A. Brooke, LL.D. Essays on 
Blake, gcolt, Shelley, Keats, etc. 

Four Poets. By Stopford A. Brooke, LL.D. Essays on Plough, 
Arnold, Rossetti, and Morris. 
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The Readers' him^KSiX^ontinued 

COMPARATIVB STUDIES IN NuRSERY RHYMES. By Lina EckeniUin. 
Essays in a branch of Folk-lore. 

Italian Poets since Dante. Critical Essays. By W. Everett.* 
Villa Rubein, and Other Stories. By John Galsworthy. 

Faith, and other Sketches. By R. B. Cunninghame Graham. 
Charity. By R. B. Cunninghame Graham. 

Hope, and other Sketches, By R. B. Cunninghame Graham. 
Brought Forward. By R. B. Cunninghame Graham. 

Progress, and other Sketches. By R. B. Cunninghaiaae Graham. 

A Hatchment, By R. B. Cunninghame Graham. 

Success, and other Sketches. By R. B. Cunninghame Grahami. 
Thirteen Stories. By R. B. Cunninghame Graham. 

Twenty-six Men and a Giri, and oiher Stories. By Maxim 
Gorky. Translatetl from the Rus'»ian. 

El Ombu. By \V. H, Hudson. 

Green Mansions. A Romance of the Tropical Forest. By W. H. 
Hudson. 

The Purple Land. By W. H. Hudson. 

A Crystal Age ; a Romance of the Future. By W. H. Hudson. 

The Critical Attitude. By Ford Madox Ilucfifer. 

The Heart of the Country. By Ford Madoj^IIuefFcr. 

The Spirit of the People. By Ford Madox Hueflfer. 

After London— -Wit d England. By Richard Jefferies. 

Amaryllis at the Fair. By Richard Jefferies. 

Bevis. The Story of a Boy. By Richard Jefferies. 

Russian Liierature. By Prince Kropotkin. J<lcw and revised edition. 
St Augustine and his Age. An Interpretation. By Joseph McCabe. 

Yvette, and other Stories. By Guy dc Mau^ssant. Translated 
by Mrs John Galsworthy. With a Preface by Joseph Conrad. 

Between the Acts. By H. W. Nevinson. 

Principle iN Art : Rei igio Poet^. By Coventry Patmore. 
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Ths Readers’ continued 


Parallel Paths. A Study in Biologyi Ethics, and Art. By T. W. 
Rolleston. 

Thb STRSNUons Lifb, and other Essays. By Theodore Rooseyeit. 

English Literature and Society in the Eighteenth Century. 
By Sir Leslie Stephen. 

Studies of a Biographer. First Series. Two Volumes. By Sir 
Leslie Stephen. 

Studies of a Biographer. Second Series. Two Volumes. By Sir 
Leslie Stephen. 

The Black: Monk, and other Tales. By Anton TchekofF. 

The Kiss, and other Stories. By Anton Tchekoff. 

Interludes. By Sir Geo. Trevelyan. 

A Wiltshire Village. By, Alfred Williams. 

Villagers* White Horse. By Alfred Williams. , 

Life in a Railway Factory. By Alfred Williams. 

THE ROADMENDER SERIES. 

The additional volumes in the series are books with the same 
tendency as Michael Fairless's remarkable work, from 
which the series gets its name ; books which express a 
deep feeling for Nature, and render the value of simplicity 
in life. jFca/. 8 w, with designed end papers, 3X. (sd. net 
Postage 4d, *** Coloured Frontispiece 4^. 

The Brow of Courage. By Gertrude Bone. 

Women of the Country. By Gertrude Bone. 

ThbtSba Charm of Venice. By Stopford A. Brooke. 

Magic Casements. By Arthur S. Cripps. 

A Martyr’s Servant. By Arthur S. Cripps, 

A Martvr^s Heir. «y ArthuP S. Cripps. 

* The Roadmender. By Michael Fairless. Also in limp lamiskin^ 
^ 7$. 64* net, ^Illustrated Edition with Illustrations in colour from oil 
paintings by E. W, Waite, yj. 6d, net. In Velvet Persian, 8s, 
net Crown 4/e, with 20 photographs by Will F. Taylor, air. Hot 
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The Roadmender Series — continued 
*Ti|b Gathering of Brother Hilarius, By Michael Fairless. 
* The Grey Brethren. By Michael Fairless. Also limp lamb ; ktn ^ 
7j. 6d , net , 

Michael Fairless ; Life and Writings. By W. Scott Palmer 
and A. M, Haggard. 

The Roadmender Book of Days. A Year of Thoughts from the 
Roadmender Series. Selected and arranged by Mildred Gentle. 

A Modern Mystic’s Way. By Wm. Scott Palmer. 

From the Forest. By Wm. Scott Palmer. 

Pilgrim Man. By Wm. Scott Palmer. 

Winter and Spring. By Wm. Scott Palmci. 

Thoughts of Leonardo da Vinci. Selected by Ed\vard McCurdy. 

The Plea of Pan. By If. W. Nevinson, author of “Essays in 
Freedom,” “ Between the Acts.” 

Bedesman 4. By Mary J. II. Skrine. 

Vagrom Men. By A. T. Story. 

Light and Twilight. By Edward Thomas. 

Rest and Unrest. By Edward Thomas. 

Rose Acre Papers : IIor.e Solitari.e. By Edward Thomas. 
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STUDIES IN THEOLOGY 

A New Series of Handbooks, being aids to interpretation in 
BibliOal, Criticism for the use of the Clergy, Divinity 
Students, and I-raymen. Cr. Svo, 55. net a volume. 
Postage s</. 

An Introduction to the Study of SOxMe Living Oriental 
Religions. By Sidney Cave, D. D. , Principal of Cheshunt Lodge, 
Catniwidge, 

Christianity and Ethics. By Archibald B. D. Alexander, 
M.A., D.D., author of “A Short History of Philosophy,** ‘‘The 
Ethics of St Paul.** 

The Environment of Early Curisitanity. By Samuel Angus, 
Professor of New Testament Historical Theology in St Andrew's 
College, University of Sydney. Cr. %vo. 2s. 6 d. net. 

History of the Study of Theology. By the late Charles 
Augustus Briggs, D.D., D.Litt., of the Union Theological 
Seminary, New Yoik. Two Volumes. 

The Christian Hope. A Study in the Doctrine of the Last Things. 
By W, Adams Brown, Ph,D., D.D,, Piofcssor of Theology in the 
Union College, New York. 

Christianity and Social Questions. By William Cunningham, 
D.D., F.B.A., Fellow of Trinity Collegt, Cambridge, 

Hon. Fellow of Gomille and Cains College, Cambridge, 
ArcinL‘acon of Ely, formerly Lectuier on Economic History to 
Harvard University, 

TiiE JUbiTFlCATiON OF GoD. By P. T. Forsyth, M.A., D.D., 
Principal of tte Hackney Theological College, University of 
London, 

A Handbook of Christian ApoLOGETits. By A. E.'Garvie, 
M.A., lion, D.D., Glasgow University, Principal of New 
College, Hampstead. 

A Cri ncAL Introduction to the Old Testament. By George 
♦Buchanan Gray, M.A., D.Litt., Professor of Hebrew and Old 
Testament Exegesis in Mansfield College, Oxford, 

Gospel Origins. A Study in the^Synoptic Problem. By William 
West Iloldsworth, M.A., Tutor in New Testament Language 
and Literature, Wandsworth College ; author of “The Chnst of 
the Gospels,** “The Life of Faith,** etc. 

P'iyTH A|JD it^sycholooy. By William R. Inge, D.D., Dean of 
St haul's, "^Lady Margaret Professor of Divinity, Cambridge, 
and Bampton Lecturer, Oxford, 1899. 
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StupiES IN Theology — continued 

The Theology of the Epistles* H. A. A* Kennedy^ 
D.D., D,Sc., Professor of New Testament Exegesis and 
Theology, New College, Edinburgh. 

Christianity and Sin. By Robert Mackintosh, ,M, A., ‘ l5.D., 
Professor of Apologetics in Lancashire Independent College ; 
Lecturer in the University of Manchester. 

Originality of Christian Message. By H. R. Mackintosh, of 
New College, Edinburgh. ^ 

Protestant Thought before Kant. By A. C. McGiffcn, Ph.D., 
D.D., of the Union Theological Seminstry, New York. 

The Theology of the Gospels. By James Moffat, B.D., D.D., of 
the U.F, Church of Scotland, sometime Jowett Ledarer^ Londefn, 
author of ** The Historical New Testament.” 

A History of Christian Though r since Kant. By Edward 
Caldwell Moore, D.D., Parkman Professor of Theology in' ‘the 
University of Harvard, U.S.A., author of ‘‘The New 'lestamcnt 
in the Christian Church,” etc. 

The Doctrine of the Atonement. By J. K. MoMty, M.A., 
Fellow and Tutor of Pembroke College, Cambridge. * 

Revelation and Inspiration. By James Orr, D.D., Trofessor 
of Apologetics in the Theological College of the United Free 
Church, Glasgow. 

A Critical Introduciion to the New Testament, By Arthur 
Samuel Peake, D.D., Professor of Biblical Exegesis and Dean of 
the Faculty of Theology, Victoria University, Manchester ; some- 
time Fellow of Merton College, Oxford. 

Philosophy and Religion. By Hastini;s Rashdali, D.Litt. 
(Oxon.), D.C.L. (Durham), F.B.A,, Dean of Carlisle. 

The Holy Spirit# ^By Thomas Rees, M.A. (Lond.), Principal of 
Bala and Bangor ^College. 

Pharlsbrs and Jesus' By A. T. Robertson, Professor of Interpre- 
tation of the New Testament in the Southern Baptist Thcoiogic.al 
Seminary. 

The Religious Ideas of the^Old Testament. By H. Wheeler 
Robinson, M.A., Tutor in Rawdon College; spmetime junior 
Kennicott Scholar in Oxford University. 

Text and Canon of i he New Test.'ment. By Alexander Soutcr, 
M.A., D.Litt., Professor of Humanity at Aberdeen Univeiflty. 

Christian Thought to the Reformation. By Herbert B. Wprk^- 
numf M.A., D.Litt., Principal of the Westmloslrr Trokiing OoUege. 
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DiftiKWOHiH & Co/s Two Shilling Net Series 

; Stiff Coversy Ctmn 8w. Postage 

The Bjussbouwder : A Tale ot the Sea. By David W. Bone. 
Broken StoWage. By David W. Bone. 

The HouSe in Marylbbone. By Mrs W. K, Clifford. 

Wrack : A Tale of the Sea. By Maurice Drake. 

The Expl^ts of Danby Croker. By R. Austin Freeman. 

The Price of Things. By Elinor Glyn. 

Beyond the Rocks, By Elinor Glyn. 

Balcyone. «3y Elinor Glyn. 

The Reason Why. By Elinor Glyn. 

The Reflections of Ambrosine. By Elinor Glyn. 

The Visits of Elizabeth. By Elinor Glyn, 

Guinevere^s Lover (The Sequence). By Elinor Glyn. 

The VxcjflSiTUDKS of Evangeline. By Elinor Glyn. 

When the Hqur Came. By Elinor Glyn. 

ThrebT^eeks. By Elinor Glyn. 

The Career of Katherine Bush. By Elinor Glyn. 

Elizabeth Visits America. By Elinor Glyn. 

The Contrast and other Stories. By Elinor Glyn. 

The Man and the Moment. By Elinor Glyn. 

'<)ld Fireproof. By Owen Rlioscomyl. 

Where Bonds are ix)0SED, By Grant Watson. 

The Oilskin Packet. By Reginald Berkeley and James Dixon, 



THE 

STUDENT SERIES 

is designed to give, within a smaB oompass; 
and at a low piice, an outline of the ideas 
'resulting from modern study and research. 

CV. 8m jTape/ Covets. 2 S, Het fer volupte. 


LIST OF VOLUMES 

1. SYNDICALISM 

T. A. R. Marriott, M.P. (Late bellow of Woicestei CoUece 
Oxford) 

2. BRITISH ASPIiCTS OF WAR AND PEACE 

Sr'L^sh.R Wilkinson 

3. AN INTRODUCTION lO THE HEADING Oh 

SHAKESi EARF 
Fklderri^ b Rox*), M A,, i L 1), 

4. THE BODLFIAN LILRAKY AT OXFORD 

Faiconer Madan (Hon Fellow of BrasenoseColleg^^ Oxfor 

5. TREATISE ON LA\\ 

Edwakl Ji nk'> 

6. ♦THE bfUDY OF ROMAN HISJOUT 

Bkrnard W UfNDhRsON iFclIow and Tutor of Exete»^ 
College, Oxford) 

7. THE LATIN CULTURE 

E. A. Burroughs (Fellow and w-f Hertford College, 
Oxford) • 

8. OUTLINB-HISte"> Y OF GREEK RELtOtON 

L* R. Farnell (Kecipr of Lxelcr College, Oxford 

9. ENGLISH HISTORY, 4994914 

Arthur Hassali (StuVlcnt of Christ Chltrcb, Oxfbr4) 

♦These ere also issued on good bound ia cloth, at 

irefeueh. 
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DUCKWORni & CO., 3 Henrietta Si'reefi 'toadao, W.C.2 

A* s^tart 
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